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FADE IN: 
EXT. CANADIAN COASTLINE - DAWN 


The sun quietly inches up from behind the riverfront's 
massive Taylor Hawkins Distillery. The enormous "Home of 
Canadian Red" sign mockingly faces the Prohibition bound 
Detroit shoreline only a few hundred yards away. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DAWN 


The hypnotic cadence of lapping waves mixed with morning 
seagulls leads us away from the Canadian shore and toward the 
sleepy skyline of Detroit. 


TITLE OVER - DETROIT 1932 


We continue along the river past several docks, and further, 
until Detroit is almost out of view. There is an abundance 
of tiny canals which lead to the river -- yet all on the 
fringe of the big city. We stop at one of them. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANALS - DAWN 


Continuing our journey we travel down this rather nondescript 
canal, past several boathouses. Wooden boats rock gently uJ 
their moorings. All quiet on the western front. 


FURTHER DOWN THE CANAL -- 


away from the dozing metropolis, past riverfront communities 
decreasing in size and influence. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR - DAWN 


Weeping willow trees further seclude the tiny canal community 
of Snug Harbor, lined with boathouse garages and backporch 
bungalows. 


Away from the other group of boathouses is a dark, somewhat 
run down little bungalow. Tied to its small dock is a modest 


cruiser named "Wildcard." Moving ever closer to this vessel, 
we are -- 


JERKED 


abruptly down beside the boat to the floating bloated body of 
Jack Trumble. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR - WILDCARD STERN - NIGHT 
The body has disappeared. Crickets whisper murderous gossip. 
ANGLE ON BUNGALOW ADJACENT TO WILDCARD - NIGHT 


A darkened silhouette of a man hunches over near a side 
window. 


CLOSE ON MAN'S FOOT 


as a pair of hands remove a shoe, lifting it up to a window 
pane, and -- 


SMACK 


breaking it, the hands unlatch the window and slowly raise 
it. 


INT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - NIGHT 


The intruder crawls through the window and cuts his left hand 
on the broken glass. 


INTRUDER 


(mutters) 
Damn it. 


He grabs a towel and matter-of-factly wraps his hand. 
CLOSE ON OIL LAMP 


as a match touches the wick, illuminating the room and the 
intruder's silhouette. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


this place has obviously been ransacked, items strewn 
everywhere. A war zone. 


CLOSE ON INTRUDER'S HAND 


as he rights a few of the overturned items slowly, as if 
searching for a clue. 


ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


as it is kicked in suddenly. A police officer points a 
shotgun directly at the intruder's head. 


OFFICER 
Don't move or you're a dead man. 


REVERSE ANGLE — OFFICER'S POV 


We now get a closer look at our intruder -- Nick Trumble. At 
28, he could model for L.L. Bean. Obviously ivy league. But 
right now he's got other things to contend with. 


OFFICER 
And I mean it. 
NICK 
(hands in air) 
Hey. I live here. 
OFFICER 
Shut up. 
Nick complies. The officer sees the broken window, looks 
around. Soon, another officer, Bob Lipman, enters. He's got 
his .38 drawn. , 
LIPMAN 


(to officer) 
You okay? 


The officer continues to aim at Nick's temple. 


OPP ICER 
He's alone. 
NICK 
I'm not a burglar. I live here. I mean, 
my dad does. 
(beat) 


I've been away. 


The first officer is about to speak, but Lipman gestures 
"So," “THe : 


LIPMAN 
You must be Nick Trumble. 


NICK 
Toat"s Cage. 


LIPMAN 
I'm Lt. Lipman. 
(to officer) 
Go to the car, get some gauze and tape from 
the first-aid kit for Jack's kid here. 


The officer complies. 


NICK 
I've been on the road three days. The 
door was locked and I didn't know 
when my dad would be home. 


This registers with Lipman. He takes a set of keys from his 
pocket, tosses them to Nick, who looks confused. 


LIPMAN 
Nick, I don't know how to say this, but 
your father...your father's not coming 
home. 


NICK 
(smiles) 
Been drinking again. 


LIPMAN 
Your dad died two weeks ago. 


NICK 
(sobers) 
No way. 
LIPMAN 
tin, They found him in the canal. Coroner 
says his heart gave out. If you 


ask me, a guy like Jack was in 
too good a health for that. 


Nick is silent. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 


(uncomfortable) 
Some folks tried to get in touch with 
you...in Boston. Said you were on the road. 


The first officer returns with the bandages, hands them to a 
stunned Nick, who doesn't respond. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 
I'm sorry, Nick. If there's anything I can 
GO «ss 


NICK 
(half sarcastic) 
Yeah. Sure, THERKS, guys. 
(then) 
What the hell happened here? 


LIPMAN 
Somebody was lookin' for something. 
| (then) 
We've been keepin’ an eye on the 
place ever since. 


On the way out, Lipman gestures toward a light switch. 


LIPMAN (Contd.) 
This turns on the light. Your dad put in 
electric while you were away. 


Nick is silent. After the officers leave, Nick removes a 
letter from his pocket and glances at it. 


CLOSE ON ENVELOPE 
addressed to N. Trumble at an address in Boston. 


BACK TO NICK 


who stuffs it into his pocket. He then sits alone in the 
glow of the oil lamp, looking around the bungalow, finally 
focusing on a ship in a bottle which rests on a nearby shelf. 


MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DOCK - NIGHT 


On the same wooden boat -- only life-size. A weary Nick 
stands on the dock beside his house, staring at Wildcard, the 
inspiration of the model inside. He climbs aboard. 


INT. WILDCARD - NIGHT 


Nick bumps his head against a bell. He looks over the boat, 
at some maps on the floor, assorted fishing gear and a photo 
of his father with his arm around his best friend and 
business partner Hammer Weightman. The galley looks as if 
it's waiting for its owner to return -- a coffee pot and some 
cups sit neatly in place. 


INT. WILDCARD CABIN - NIGHT 


Nick moves toward the bunk in the cabin, sees his dad's shoes 
on top, places them on the floor. He's about to do the same 
with a sweater, but first he brings it to his nose and smells 
it, before folding it neatly and placing it down beside the 
shoes. He lays on the bunk and after a moment slowly closes 
his eyes. 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW —- DOCK- MORNING 

The Wildcard rocks gently in the morning tide. 

INT. WILDCARD - MORNING 

Nick is still asleep in the cabin. 

CLOSER ON NICK 

Slowly he begins to stir. It takes a moment to realize where 
he is, then having done that, he plops his head back down on 
the pillow. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR - VARIOUS - DAY 

Nick drives his father's Packard through the quaint town 
where he grew up. He passes People's Bank, Ben Frank's Five 
& Dime, Elliot's Bakery, Ray's Prime Meats and Keck's Filling 
Boe tit . 

EXT, TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY —- DAY 

Nick pulls up to this shut-down brewery which is enclosed by 
a chain-link fence. On closer inspection we can see a worn 
sign outside which reads: "Trumble-Weightman Brewery." 


CLOSE ON SIGN 


shows us the name "Trumble" has been scrawled over heavily 
With OAELLLEL. 


EXT. NEWSSTAND - DAY 


Nick picks up a local paper, throws it on the front seat of 
his car, gets in. 


INT. PACKARD - DAY 


As Nick continues his drive he glances at the paper beside 
him: “Mayor te Host Party for Harry Atwater:” 


ON NICK 


who cannot believe his eyes. He pulls to the side of the 
road and reads more, becoming infuriated. 


EXT. BARBERSHOP - DAY 


Through the window we see Nick getting his hair cut. 


EXT. ST. LUKE'S CEMETERY - DAY 


In the distance, Nick can be seen sitting in the car. A 
caretaker directs him toward the back of the cemetery. He 
The winds his way down the street and stops near a bronze 
StALUE 


CLOSE ON NICK 


as he gets out of the car, with a handful of flowers, and 
walks toward a fresh grave marker that reads "Jack Trumble, 
born December 18, 1874, died May 29, 1932." Next to this is 
a tombstone that reads "Margaret Trumble, born February 19, 
1876, died July 3, 1914." 


After a moment of reflection, Nick touches his mother's 
tombstone, then gently places the flowers on the ground 
between his parents’ graves. 


LONG SHOT 

Nick is stooped over the graves, all alone in the cemetery. 
EXT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE - DUSK 

Even from the river it's apparent that this is no ordinary 


estate. Rather, it's stately. One would have to be crazy to 
bet this place has any less than fifty rooms. 


In the rear of the house, the canvas back of an Atwater 
Grocery truck flies open, revealing dozens of cases of 
LAGussd . 


Four Atwater tough guys snap their shot guns to attention as 
their eyes survey the blackened grounds for intruders. 


Meanwhile, a fire brigade quickly unloads the booze into the 
kitchen to the beat of muffled music coming from the ongoing 
Party . 

The driver hands the maitre d' a special carton with cards 
attached to bottles that read: "Police Chief Schaffer, ™ 
"Councilman Hanlon,” “Senator Lycett.” 

REVERSE ANGLE 


reveals that not far down the river, the Wildcard quietly 
runs aground. 


CLOSER = ON NICK 


wearing a tuxedo and sporting a new haircut, he carefully 
makes his way from the boat and toward the estate. 
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INT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE - BALLROOM - NIGHT 


As lavish inside as out. Dozens of townspeople, political 
types, businessmen, mingle while a jazz band plays "songs of 
yesterday" -- circa 1905. Some folks reminisce fondly, while 


the younger crowd request something more modern. 
CLOSE ON NICK 


He easily slips into the dancing and mingling crowd. 
WIDER - ON NICK 


as he moves to.the far end of the room and sees a Sign on one 
of the tables: "Reserved for Mr. Harry Atwater." Without 
hesitation, Nick sits down. 


ANGLE ON ESTATE FOYER - LATER 


as Harry Atwater, the largest "importer" of liquor on the 
river with clients both questionable and above reproach, 
removes his gray coat and hat. Jake Rye, Harry's right-hand 
man, closes the door behind him. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


Kicking back, waiting non-chalantly for the man everyone 
fears. A waiter nervously pours him some champagne. Nick 
takes a sip. 


ANGLE ON PARTY'S HOST 


Mayor Patrick Dahlka does his best to stifle both his 
contempt and fear for the guest of honor. He rushes to the 
foyer and nervously takes his hat and coat. 


DAHLKA 
Mr. Atwater, sir, so glad you could make 
he 
(shakes his hand) 
You know, thanks a lot, you really saved the 
party. We were just about dry when your truck 


showed up. I think you'll have a great time. 
(pointing) 
The Congressman’s here..«.and Senator Lycetct... 


Stone-faced, Atwater surveys the party and never even looks 
im Dahlika's direction. 


ATWATER 
Mayor, the next time you throw a party in 
my honor, try and get your own hooch. 


Pati 


He heads off into the room, leaving the town's mayor 
FIUStered. 


ANGLE ON GUESTS 


It's obvious that a large portion of the crowd is frightened 
and suspicious of Atwater and his goon. 


ON THE BAND 

Diligently playing "Strike Up The Band”. 

ON NICK 

who has finished his champagne and is in the process of 


pouring himself another glass. A waiter shows Atwater to his 
table. All are surprised to find Nick seated there. 


NICK 
(lifts glass) 
Cheers. 
WAITER 
(to Nick) 


L bég your pardon, Sir... 


ATWATER 
Hey, kid...can't you read? 


WICK 
No. But I can spell. AsS.58.HsO.L.E. 


Atwater's face registers recognition. He'll handle this. 
ATWATER 
(to others) 
It's okay. 
The waiter leaves. Atwater gestures for Jake to give them 


some privacy. 


NICK 
What took you so long, Harry? Late to your 
Own party. 


ATWATER 
I hope you're just passing through, young 
man. 

NICK 


That depends. 


Nick takes another sip of champagne. fThen: 
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Nick {Gontd.} 
My dad passed away. Maybe you heard. 


ATWATER 
T did. LE" sorry. 
NICK 
(Sarcastic) 
I'm Sure you are. 
(beat } 


The paper said he drowned. Which is 
odd, considering he taught swimming 
every summer. 


ATWATER 
Your father had a bad heart. 


NICK 
Not as bad as yours’. 


Other guests are beginning to stare. 


-ATWATER 
I don't think this is the time...or the place. 


NICK 
(louder) 
It took my old man fifteen years to build 
up his brewery. And you cheated him 
out of it. The whole town counted on him. 
(beat) 
And now he's dead. 
(beat) 
And I want it back. 


Atwater remains cool. 


ATWATER 
I don't make it a practice to cheat anybody. 
NICK 
I'm sorry. You're right. Steal was the 
word I was looking for. 
(then) 
Yon. kilied ham, didn't you, Harry's 
The entire room is silent. Atwater is more than a bit 
nervous: ; 
ATWATER 


(can't quite recover) 
That's not wy Style, Kid. 


ee 


NICK 
Didn't know you had any. 
(takes a calculated breath) 
Look, I know the real story about you, 
my dad and the brewery! 


Atwater reaches out and stops Nick before he can leave. 


ATWATER 
(tries to lighten this up) 
Mr. Trumble, I find this gossip all 
very amusing, but you might be interested 
to know that we are living ina state of 
prohibition. A brewery is useless. 


NICK 
Then there shouldn't be a problem signing 
it over to me. 


ATWATER 
Well, I’m afraid it's not that simple. 


NICK 
(getting up) 
It will be. 


And on that note, Nick exits, leaving a disturbed Harry 
Atwater, and two hundred curious onlookers. 


EXT. GROSSE POINT ESTATE - RIVER'S EDGE - NIGHT 
Nick walks alone on a small dock, past a marine blue colored 
cruiser hanging in a covered boat sling, to the end of the 


dock, where he turns and looks at the estate in the distance. 


THE ESTATE 


The noises of the party have been replaced by the sounds of 
crickets and waves lapping against the shoreline. 


ON NICK 


mesmerized by the distant purr of speedboats with their bows 
in the air and curling arches of water at their sterns. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - WILDCARD —- DAWN 


Nick glides the Wildcard along the smooth-as-glass morning 
river until a black boat begins to follow and pick up speed. 
Nick takes the challenge and hits the throttle full-tilt. 


ds 


Trumble feels that he is about to leave his pursuers eating 
his spray...when a shot rings out. 


INT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT - DAWN 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
(yelling) 
Shut your motor down! 


BACK TO NICK 


who turns and squints to make out the coast guard patrolmen 
at the helm of the pursuing speedboat. He switches off the 
Ignition. 


INT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT —- DAWN 


The coast guard officer stands at the wheel of his craft as 
his assistant patrolman readies himself to board the 
Surrendering boat. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
(to his partner) 
Who the hell does he think he is? 


PATROLMAN 
First runner I've seen in a tuxedo. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
Damn rich kids. Must be from that party. 


The patrol boat nestles next to the Wildcard. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
Get your hands up. You're under arrest! 


The patrolman jumps aboard and begins to stomp on the 
floorboards, search compartments, and even lean over the 
stern to see what, if anything, is attached. 


NICK 
Under arrest? What did I do? 


The patrolman comes up empty-handed. 


PATROLMAN 
Nothin' here. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
You junior snobs are all alike. Don't 
you know it's dangerous out here? Get 
the hell outta here and don't let me catch 
you racing again! 


rn 
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The patrolman reboards the Coast Guard boat and as it -takes 
off into the morning mist. 


Nick sits back in his driver's seat in disbelief. He reaches 
for the 1onittion key, Purns it, dnd if ohaly GLLGks. 


NICK 
Sha 6 


In frustration he opens the engine compartment but hasn't a 
clue as to the problem. A decrepit wooden oar ends up his 
only solution. He begrudgingly begins to paddle for shore. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DAWN 


Further down the river, the purr of an auxiliary motor is 
heard against the distant riverfront landscape. The twinkle 
of signals dot the coastline. 


The moonlight still glistens on the mahogany hull of the 
Geronimo and illuminates the lone profile of Scotch Munro. 
At 48, feet firmly planted apart, his stance is one of 
independence. Like an Indian scout his scanning eyes survey 
the distant shore. His instincts are highly attuned to his 
surroundings as he is poised at the helm of his liquor-laden 
Chris Craft. 


EXT. PEACH ISLE - DAWN 


The overgrown island, laced with natural canals, cattails, 
and tall reeds creates a perfect hiding place as Scotch winds 
through this watery maze. 


CLOSE ON SCOTCH 


He pauses to sniff the suspicious early morning air, his brow 
drawn tight. The sound of a distant snap turns his head. A 
moment later he cracks a little smile in anticipation of what 
18 th Tollow,. 


Two large spotlights suddenly blind his vision. 


COAST GUARD OFFICER 
All right, pull that boat over. Easy! 


Scotch slowly eases the Geronimo toward the vessel while 
trying to block out the glare of the spotlights. 
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SCOTCE'’S POV 

The misty back-lit silhouette of a burly Coast Guard officer 
holding a rifle stands in the cockpit of the confiscated rum 
boat the "Mosquito." 

EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 


Scotch laughs under his breath as he steps on a lever that 
ignites, with a roar, the massive marine engine on board. 


EXL. PEACH J5L5 —- DAWN 


The boat lunges forward and kicks up a huge roostertail that 
sprays the Coast Guard officer as it passes. 


BAtTs DENROLT RIVER - DAWN 

The chase is on. It is obvious that Scotch is having a ball 
playing his cat and mouse game with the Coast Guard boat. dHe 
heads for the Alter Road canals, which are lined with boats 
and boathouses. 

EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - DAWN 

Scotch's wake leaves the moored boats rocking. 

EXT. COAST GUARD BOAT - COCKPIT - DAWN 

The officer hands his rifle to one of his men who takes aim. 


EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 


A shot is heard. Scotch winces and grabs his left arm -- 
nicked by the bullet. He cannot believe he's been shot. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL —- DAWN 
Houses along the route light up and the curious peer outside. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - ON THE WATER —- DAWN 


Nick has taken a break from rowing and is positioned just 
right to view the chase. 


EXT. GERONIMO - DAWN 


In pain, Scotch stands straight up in his craft and, with his 
fist, hits a dunk tank target paddle rigged under a canal 
bridge. 
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EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAWN 


This lever activates a Rube Goldberg series of contraptions 
that culminates in the opening of his boathouse door. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAWN 


Scotch makes his final maneuver, swings inside, and plows the 
Geronimo's bow into a three-mattress catcher's mitt as the 
door behind him slams shut. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WILDCARD - DAWN 
Nick watches in both amazement and awe. 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAWN 


Scotch"s contraption also triggers another set oF gears and 
devices that... 


ANGLE UNDERWATER IN CANAL 

.«: VANKS 4 Cite, Floating in font oF his boathouse... 
ANGLE ON CANAL 

...down the canal, creating a small wake behind it. 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - DAWN 


Nick watches as the Coast Guard boat comes around the bend 
and follows this "fake wake" away from the Geronimo'’s hiding 
place. Again, he can barely make out the silhouette of a man 
wearing a cowboy hat on board. 


He then continues to paddle down the alley-like waterways 
lined with boathouse garages and back porch bungalows. 


ANGLE ON SNUG HARBOR MARINA - SCOTCH'S BOATHOUSE - DAWN 


Nick pauses a moment, then paddles toward the small boatyard, 
next to which is a string of rental boats, a boat hoist, and 
what appears to be a repair shop. Bingo. 


Nick rams the wounded Wildcard into the dock. He gets one 
foot out of the boat when he hears a low growl. Tagger, the 
marina's stubby bulldog sentry peeks his ornery squashed 
little face from behind a bucket and a pile of coiled line. 


ND 
(to Tagger) 
Excuse me. Sorry to disturb you this 
morning. 
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Once ashore Nick begins to gingerly tip-toe backwards toward 
the marina's shop while Tagger inches toward him. 


NICE (Conca, } 
As you can see I seem to have had 
some trouble with my boat and was 
wondering if you might be able to 
help me. 


Tagger stops. Nick takes a few more steps and breathes a 
Sigh of relief. Tagger then cocks his head and shouts a 
quick throaty gruff and continues to force Nick backwards. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Now let's be reasonable. I'll gladly pay 
you for your services if you could just... 


EXT. SCOTCH'S APARTMENT STAIRCASE - DAWN 


Scotch scratches at the bandage on his wounded left arm as he 
starts down the stairs from his apartment, shaking his head 
at the the sight of the young "Swell" in tie and tails. 


S50 Tut 
Tagger, you didn't tell me we had a guest. 


Nick does a double-take and is a bit tongue-tied. 
NICK 


i hate £O bocher you...but my boat won't 
Stars 


Scotch looks at the Wildcard, to Nick, then to Tagger. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, Tagger, let's get our tools. 


The trio walks over to Scotch’s boathouse. 

INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - MORNING 

scotch enters and gingerly pulls the light switch cord that 
dangles in front of his nose. He is reminded of the painful 
wound in his left arm. 

A pool of light circles the floating centerpiece of the room, 
the Geronimo -- on closer inspection, quite simply the 


sleekest mahogany speedboat Nick has ever seen. 


Scotch ambles around to the far side of the slip to grab his 
canvas toolbag. 
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ANGLE ON NICK 


Nick notices a rather unusual item parked to one side of the 
boathouse -- a biplane, complete with removable wings which 
are folded down both sides. The aircraft is partially 
covered with a tarpoulin. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - NICK'S POV 


Pausing in the light, frozen in amazement at the sight of 
Sscotch's spit and polish runabout. 


Tagger stands watch close by. 


Nick slowly peers into the rear cockpit and catches a glimpse 
of several burlap cases of whiskey and the bloodied sleeve of 
Munro's driving jacket. 


Scotch, with toolbag in hand, saunters over to Nick and 
matches his awestruck pose. Realizing he's been discovered, 
Nick waits for a reaction. 


scotch is anything but concerned about Nick's discovery in 
the GOCckeit. of has CATIs Craft. 


SCOTCH 
(turning to his dog) 
Tagger, now how did those get there? 


With that Scotch heads for the door. Nick trails just far 
enough behind to notice Scotch rubbing his wounded left arm. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - MORNING 


scotch and Tagger head straight for the Wildcard as Nick 
plods a few steps behind. 


NICK 
Thought it might be the starter. 


Scotch boards the boat, flips open the hatch to the engine 
compartment and almost immediately finds the problem. The 
fuel line was severed by... 


CLOSE ON ENGINE FUEL LINE 
...a Shiny 38 caliber bullet. 
BACK TO SCOTCH 


who smiles to himself as he twirls the shell between his 
fingers. 
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ANGLE ON NICK AND TAGGER 


Nick, also on board, is preoccupied by Tagger tugging at his 
tuxedo pant leg. 


ON SCOTCH 


shaking his head, he begins to repair the severed fuel line 
by shortening it a bit, then reconnecting it. He raises his 
head and gestures to Nick to turn the starter key. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, pal, crank it. 


Nick works to evade Tagger. He then grabs the starter key 
and sure enough, it starts on the first try. 


NICK | 
You know, I really could have out 
run ‘em. 

SCOTCH 
That so? 


As he climbs off the boat he tosses the bullet to Nick. 


SCOTCH (Centda,} 
(referring to bullet) 
YOU OWE £UH EHLS, £67? 


Nick looks at the bullet, then points to Scotch's wounded 
arm. 


NICK 
How about you? 
Touche. Tagger cocks his head and shouts another of his 
menacing barks at Nick -- who doesn't want any trouble. 
NICK 


Thanks a lot. What do I owe ya? 
scotch waves the kid off. 


SUOTCH 
Come on, Tagger. 


Tagger hops off the boat. Nick's about to go, then: 
NICK 


(Calling back) 
I'm Nick Trumble. 


ee 


SCOTCH 
(softening) 
Nice to meet you, Nick Trumble. 


Nick smiles. This man's not as bad as he seems. He guns the 
boat and speeds off. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE =- STREET - AFTERNOON 


A bundled up Nick walks through the afternoon. rain. He spots 
Weightman's Hardware in the distance, pauses, then heads in 
that direction. | 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - AFTERNOON 


Elsie Weightman stares out the window, watching the rain 
pound the street. She's a rather attractive tomboy type in 
her mid-twenties She eyes the clock on the wall and puts 
together another roll of pennies. 


The bell at the top of the swinging door rings as Two Bit, 
the wise and lovable black piano player, is accompanied into 
the sparsely stocked hardware store by Pudge, a bright-eyed, 
scratchy-nosed Cocker Spaniel. As usual, Two Bit sports dark 
glasses. 


He is practically dragged up to Elsie, who is still counting 
to herself. 


Peery ea 
Hi, Two Bit. 


TWO BIT 
Afternoon, Miss Elsie. 


Suddenly the door swings open and Nick saunters in. His 
attention is momentarily caught with the view of Scotch’'s 
marina across the canal. 


Elsie and Two Bit do not know this stranger. Their suspicion 
starts them on one of their well-rehearsed routines. 


ELSIE 
(to Two Bit) 
Gan I help you? 


TWO BIT 
Dear, I'm here about your varnish special. 


ELSIE 
Oh, yes. You called earlier, didn't you? 
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She swings up a section of the countertop, pushes past him 
and heads directly for the second isle. As she does this we 
can see she is really quite beautiful underneath her tomboy 
exterior. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
(all business) | 
Yes, there's some right over here. 


TWO BIT 
I have some things that could use a 
good shellacking. | 


ELSIE 
Gonna need some brushes, too? 


she crouches in front of the supply cabinet. 


TWO BIT 
No, no. I'll just pour it. 


Elsie rummages through the cabinet and comes up empty-handed. 
She glances up at Nick, who now looks at some pictures on the 
wall. 


ON NICK 


Not only does he recognize her voice, but he's enjoying their 
familiar routine. 


ELSIE, (0.5; } 
(to Two Bit) 
That*s funny, I thought that I had a couple. 
(beat) 
But you know, there may be some in 
back. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Two Bit smiles, knows this is his cue. 


TWO BIT 
No, dear, don't trouble yourself. Let 
me check. 


Elsie stops by the cash register and depresses the special 
sale button, tripping a switch which opens the door to the 
Speakeasy hidden in the back. 


ELSIE 
(practically whispering) 
Now was that a pint or a quart? 


2 dL 


ON NICK 

who smiles knowingly. 

TWO BIT 

disappears into the back room. 


ELSIE 


balls up a towel as she turns her attention to -- 
THE FLOOR 
around Nick's feet. 


ELSLE 
Hey, Bub, you gonna stand there and 
arip all day? 


ON NICK 


Nick turns around just in time to catch the towel right smack 
Lf DiS. Pace. 


Elsie snickers, somewhat pleased with her aim. Nick peels 
away the towel. 


BLS Li 
(surprised) 
Oh my God. Nick Trumble? 


RICK 
Hello Elsie. 

NICK/ELSIE 
How are yous: 

ELSIE 
Fine. 

NLCEK 
You...look great. 

ELSIE 

(embarrassed) 

Come on. I'm amess. 


Nick wipes the rain off his coat and shakes his hair. Then 
he takes in the hardware store decor. 


on 


CLOSE ON PHOTOGRAPH 


One of the many photographs near the register is a prom 
picture of Nick and Elsie -- but before Nick sees it, Elsie 
blocks it with a bag of nails. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
I'm real sorry about your dad. 


NICK 
(uncomfortable) 
meD « 
ELSIE 
The whole thing was just awful. 
Nick wants to change the subject. He wanders around. | 
NICK 
You're not...engaged...or anything...? 
ELSIE 
(wary) 
No...I'’m not. 
(then) 


And I ain't lookin' to be, 


NICK 
1 S¢é6.. 


Nick approaches Elsie, then turns his attention to the cash 
LOeCLSter, 


NICK (Contd.) 
Same attitude. Same routine. 
(then) 
same cash register. 


And on that note Nick depresses the cash register button he 
seems to know so well. The speakeasy door opens. 


EuSTE 
Nick, my dad's back there. 


NICK 
It's only a matter of time before we run 
into each other. Might as well be now. 


Nick smiles, enters the speakeasy. After the door closes, 
Elsie leans on the counter. At first she looks worried, but 
after a brief moment she shakes her head and smiles. 


23 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - AFTERNOON 


The skylights create huge smokey shafts of light. The place 
is a visual melting pot of dusty hardware goods, fishing 
gear, and barnstorming memorabilia. 


Two Bit sits at the makeshift bar loaded with leaning, 
inebriated locals and out-of-town salesmen. 


Two of the well-worn fishing locals, Big Roy and Pinky Neil, 
are engrossed in a drink and another tall tale. 


TWO BIT 
(finishing drink) 
What say I get a refill on the varnish?. 


PINKY 
Poor fellow. You painting a bannister 
or something? 


TWO BIT 
(grins) 
Yeah. Or something. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - ON NICK 


as he enters the bar, he gets a good look at the patrons. 
And they get a good look at him. 


VARIOUS REACTIONS 
Various salesmen comment to one another on his eastern look. 


Two police officers -- including Bob Lipman -- give him the 
once over, then continue their drinking. 


Big Roy and Pinky Neil are non-committal. 

Scotch Munro nods in his direction. 

THE BARTENDER 

Hammer Weightman, the man honored to be the father of Elsie 
as well as the owner of this fine drinking establishment, is 
a different story altogether. He's not happy at all. 


NICK 


Sits at the bar, says nothing, while Hammer continues the 
discussion he was having with Scotch. 
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HAMMER 
Robin Hood carried bows and arrows, Scotch. 
These Coast Guard clowns carry guns now. 


ANGLE ON TWO BIT 


who, aS a matter of routine, raps his quarter on the bartop 
and waits for Hammer to finish. 


BACK TO HAMMER 


A man who never let the rapping of a quarter stop him from 
giving a little friendly advice. He does, however, draw a 
beer and sets the glass directly 6n top of Two Bit’s quarter. 


HAMMER 
(continuing) 
Luck only goes so far. 


TWO BIT 
lifts his glass to toast. 


TWO BIT 
Here's to Robin Hood and his Merry Men. 


* 


Various people toast along with him. A couple of salesmen 
seem puzzled by this. 


BACK TO TWO BIT 
After slugging down the brew, he pockets the quarter and 
Saunters toward the decrepit upright piano. A customer gets 


up and quickly moves to help him. Two Bit shoots him a look. 


TWO BIT 
Every time a man wears sunglasses and 
has a dog people think he can't see. 


The man embarrassingly backs off. The crowd roars. Two Bit 
then pretends to flip out the tails of his imaginary tuxedo 
and proceeds to play some pretty respectable Ragtime. 

ON NICK 

who takes all this in while glancing at the local paper. 

A SALESMAN 


tugs at Hammer as he heads back to his conversation. 


SALESMAN 
Hey, what's with the quarter? 
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HAMMER 
That quarter of his was used to buy 


the last legal drink before Prohibition. 


The salesman turns to see just what a legend looks like as 
Hammer continues back to the end of the bar, with shot glass 


in hand. 


The glass is raised and downed by the wounded Scotch Munro. 


ON NICK 


oO TGH 
Hammer, you should have seen the 
look on his face when I hit the 
throttle. 


HAMMER 

(incredulous) 
The look on his face? 

(beat) 
Did you a lotta good. 

(then) 
Scotch, no one's gettin' any younger. 
It might be time to hang it up. 


SCOLCE 
(laughs) 
Someone's gonna have to fish me off the 
bottom of the river. 


watching their exchange. 


ON SCOTCH 


HAMMER (0.S.) 
Okay, you stubborn bastard, don't give 
it up. But maybe you shouldn't be 
runnin' solo out there. 


SCOTCH : 
If you're so worried, why don't you keep 
me company? 
HAMMER 
Fat chance. 
(then) 


Can you imagine Elsie lettin' me get 
in a boat with you? 


2% 


ON NICK 


who smiles at the thought, in obvious agreement. 
ON HAMMER 
as he grabs Scotch's empty shot glass. 


SCOTCH 
You've got a point there. 
(offers) 
The Coast Guard I can handle. But 
I'm afraid Elsie's a bit tough for me. 


HAMMER 
Got it from her mom. God rest her 
soul. 


Hammer finally makes it to the other end of the bar. 


HAMMER 
Somethin' I can get you? 


NICK 
Afternoon, Mr. Weightman. 


HAMMER 
Nick. 


An awkward moment passes. Then: 


HAMMER (Contd.) 
Sorry about your dad. 
(then) 
Guess you want a beer. 


BCS 
Sure. A beer would be fine. 


Hammer fills a mug, slides it to Nick, then moves back to the 
other end of the bar. A man seated near Nick, Mike 
Dougherty, sidles closer. 


DOUGHERTY 
(a bit loud) 
You ain't the Nick Trumble...’% 


NICK 
(uncomfortable) 
That's me. 


He takes a sip of beer. Others in the bar look up. 


Zt 


DOUGHERTY 
I worked your old man's brewery 
for eight years. You know?’ 


Nick continues his drink. Dougherty downs his in one gulp. 
DOUGHERTY (Contd. ) 
(to Nick) 
you buyin’? 


Nick does not like this man. 


NICK 
T don't think so. 
DOUGHERTY 
You're a Trumble. It's the least you 


can do. 
Nick doesn't want trouble. He moves to an empty table. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Scotch is talking to Hammer. A few locals listen. 


SCOTCH 
That Coast Guard cowboy Locke 
is making the rounds. Heard Detroit 
was on his list. 


LOCAL #1 
Good. Maybe he can get Atwater off 
Gur Dacks. 


HAMMER 
(reflects) 
Probably just make things worse. 


That thought doesn't appeal to him at all. He looks over 
toward Nick. 


HAMMER (Contd. ) 
(worried) 
The Trumble kid's back. Hope he's not 
here for revenge. 


SCOTCH 
Give him a break. His old man just died, 
and he came in for a drink. 


Hammer is not happy with Scotch's attitude. 
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HAMMER 
I don't want him here. 


SCOTCH"S POY - ON NICK 
Sipping a beer, reading the paper. 


BACK TO SCENE 


LOCAL #2 
(to SOGtch) 
When did the Coast Guard start carryin' 
rifles? 
SCOTCH 


I #611 you ac"s that Locke. Those are his 
boys out there. 

(resigned) 
The game's changin’. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


now surrounded by Dougherty and a few of his buddies. They 
pull up chairs and sit at his table. 


DOUGHERTY 
(calls to Hammer) 
Three Canadian Reds. On Trumble here. 


Nick is fuming but tries to remain calm. 


NICK 
You guy's got a problem? 


DOUGHERTY 
Us? Why should we have a problem? 


The others laugh. Hammer arrives with the booze. 


HAMMER 
That."s two bucks .« 


He waits for Nick, as do the others at the table. 


NICK 
Don't look at me. 


Hammer has half-expected this. 


HAMMER 
Look, you boys settle it among yourselves. 
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He walks back to the bar. Nick goes to take a sip from his 
beer. Dougherty's hand comes into frame and grab's Nick's 
arm. 


DOUGHERTY 
The man said it'd be two dollars. 


NICE 
Get a job, pal. 


Dougherty and his buddies are taken aback. 


DOUGHERTY 
A job. Well, that's a good one. Only 
place in town to work was shut down. 
Seems one of the owners sold out to a 
mob guy -- put us all out of business. 
REVERSE = ON SCOTCH 
watching, more than a little concerned. 
BACK TO SCENE 
This is not Nick's favorite place. 


ELSIE 


has since entered the speakeasy and stands to one corner, 
witnessing all. 


NICK 
Hey, look, my dad didn't sell anyone 
@ut...and I can prove it. 
DOUGHERTY 
(incredulous) 


As I recall, it was the Trumble-Weightman 
Brewery. Only Weightman got rooked. 
Now you come to his bar and want a drink. 


NICK 
I can see there's no talking to you. 


DOUGHERTY 
(Go pals) 
SO now i"m adamo. 
NICK 
(gives up) 
Fine. 
DOUGHERTY 


I think an apology is in order. 
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Nick is silent. Dougherty leans over, grabs him by the 
collar. 


DOUGHERTY (Contd. )- 
You deaf? 


NICK 
Please remove your hands. I'll only 
ask once. 


DOUGHERTY 
You college punks are so polite. 


(then) 
I don't think so, Mr. Trumble. 


VARIOUS SHOTS 


around the bar, intercut with the following, show reactions 
to this unpleasant situation. 


ON DOUGHERTY 


as Nick's fist smashes into his nose, shattering it. 
Dougherty reels back, then attempts a few swings of his own. 


NICK 
(hits in rhythm to speech) 
I'm sorry...I'll...never do it...again... 
Dougherty is now laying on the floor. One of his buddies 


grabs hold of Nick from behind while the other punches him in 
the stomach. Nick responds with a kick:to his groin. 


NICK 
And...that goeS.««.E6PF You, «.tOO... 


ON TWO BIT 


playing an old fight song as the boys crash and bang all 
around him. 


THE TWO COPS 


smile and watch the activity, sipping their drinks. Nothing 
like a little excitement. 


ON DOUGHERTY 
now up from the floor:-and madder than ever. 
NICK 


is doing pretty well for himself. 
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STG es 
holds a furious Hammer back. 
WIE 


manages to put away what he believes is the last of his 
aggressors when Dougherty steps in and lands a series of 
punches, catching Trumble off guard and sending him straight 
+o the floor with the others. Dougherty, too, collapses. 


HAMMER 
That's it. Enough is enough. The kid’s 
nothing but trouble. 


ON SCOTCH 
who shows us a glimpse of admiration for Nick. 
ON ELSIE 


maintaining a tough fascade, but still we can see she would 
like to help Nick. Hammer waves her away. 


HAMMER 
(to Elsie) 
Go back out front. 
(then) 
Please. 


Elsie reluctantly complies. 
BACK TO SCENE 


As Hammer "escorts" a beaten, bloodied Nick through the back 
door. 


EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - REAR ALLEY - AFTERNOON 
Still drizzling, a beaten-up Nick sits on the alley pavement, 


leaning against the brick wall. He's seen better days. 
Blsie “casually” approaches. 


NICK 
I had all the lectures I could take in 
college. 

ELSIE 


I'm not here to lecture you. 


NICK 
Good. 
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ELSIE 
(tough) 
Come to think of it, I don't know why 
L*m Heres 
NICK 


(rubs his head) 
To tell me I should've left the bar, that I 
should've known there would be trouble. 


ELSIE 
Something like that. 


WICK 
_I- moved to Boston five years ago to 
get away from all this...-BbULiIshit. 
Guess I was kidding myself to 
think it would just go away. 


ELSIE 
Some people forget faster than others. 
Some people don't. 


Elsie pulls a handkerchief from her pocket, wipes away some 
blood from Nick's lip. 


NICK 
I really do have proof my dad was not 
a crook, Elsie. He sent me a letter 
before he died. 
(she dabs some more) 


Ouch... 
(then) 

All I g6tte Go ifs get to it. 
(beat) 


It's at Atwater's. 
Elsie gives him a hard stare. 


ELSIE 
My God, Nick. You've been beaten half 
to death. And already you're looking to 
mess with Capone's biggest supplier. 
He'll finish the job. 


NICK 
God, I've missed your compassion. 
(then) 
I have to do this for my dad. 


He takes the letter from his pocket, hands it to Elsie, who 
reads it while Nick rubs his head. 


a ~ 


at od 


After a moment it is clear that she believes hin, although 
she tries to remain all business. 


ELSIE 
I shouldn't be here. My father would 
kill me. 
(resigned) 
You'll need help. 


NiIGE 
I know. I was thinking -- 


ELSLE 
(outs Wim, GEL) 
For Chrissake, stop thinkin'. Thinkin's 
what put your butt out here. 
(then) 
You want to get to Atwater? I can tell 
you how to get to Atwater. 


This gets Nick's attention. 


NICK 
I missed you. 


ELSIE 
(Go01) 
Great. 


She's missed him, too. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - VARIOUS - EVENING 


As assortment of shots. The sun, near setting in the west, 
gives a glaring halo to the various fisherman and pleasure 
boaters. The rain has subsided for the time being. 


Two fisherman, Big Roy and Pinky, trawl between the U.S. and 
Canadian coastlines. 


Some repairmen put the finishing touches on the Mosquito, now 
used as a Coast Guard vessel, before securing it for the 
night. 

| DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - DUSK 


The last bucketful of water splashes the deck of one of 
Scotch's rental boats clean. Scotch stands up in the little 
boat. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Big Roy and Pinky tie up their boat. They see Scotch . 


Ble BOY 
Hey Scotch, workin’ late? 


Scotch offers his usual grin. When is he not "working late?" 
EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - THROUGH BINOCULARS - DUSK 


The marina goes in and out of focus. We focus in on 
fishermen talking, two lovers on the dock, etc. 


REVERSE ANGLE 
offers us a familiar silhouette of what appears to be a Coast 


Guard officer wearing a cowboy hat. He is holding 
binoculars. 


EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - DUSK 


Elsie, with napkin list in hand, briskly walks outside and to 
the water's edge. Scotch is there. 


ELSIE 
Scotch, I just spoke with Sam. They got 
some shindig goin' and wanted to know 
if we could fill this. 


SCOTCH 
Now? 


He rolls his eyes and pulls the starter cord on the little 
outboard he has been cleaning. 


EXT, ALTER ROAD CANAL - THROUGH BINOCULARS - DUSK 
Now fine-tuned on a very attractive Elsie. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - DUSK 

Scotch glides toward the boathouse, list in hand. 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - THROUGH BINOCULARS - DUSK 


Scotch is again seen piloting the skiff. He ties it to the 
front of his boathouse and gets out. 


Looking up and down the canal, he makes sure that no one i 
watching, then fumbles with the lock until the door opens. 
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INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DUSK 


Scotch twists a knob which starts a hydraulic hoist motor 
whining. From the rafters lowers a cleverly concealed 
palette or burlap cases. He checks his list and removes 
specific bottles. The palette is then returned to its secret 
loft. Scotch grabs what he can and starts outside. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DUSK 

As Scotch walks through the doorway, he is struck by an eerie 
type of quiet with only the sounds of a strange wind and 
orLokets. 

Directly behind the rental boat sits Scotch's worst fear -- a 
cowboy-hatted Coast Guard officer, at the wheel of a non- 
descript boat, is pointing a rifle at him. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


The cases of liquor fall to the ground and shatter. His face 


becomes flush. Caught with his hand in the cookie jar. For 
a man who doesn't fluster easily or ever -- he's making up 


for it now. 
THE COAST GUARD OFFICER: 


puts down his rifle and slowly removes his hat. It's Nick, 
happier than we've ever seen him. 


NICK 
(offers) 
I ought to take you. in. But this time I°il 
let you off with a warning. 


Scotch is stunned. Then it hits him. This kid's gotten him 
but good. 


SCOTCH 
(mutters) 
Son of a bitch. 


DISSOLVE “FO% 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NIGHT 


The Geronimo pounds the chop of the water. Scotch kneels in 
his driver's seat to see over the bow while Nick takes a 
pencil to a map he has pulled from his pocket. 


SCOTCH 
Whatcha doin'? 
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NICK 
Nothing. I mean, just figuring something 
Oe « 

SCOTCH 
Like what? 

NICK 


Nothing important. 
Scotch isn't buying this. Nick comes clean. 
NICK (Contd.) 


It's a map of Atwater's place. I figure 
we could get in and out in ten minutes. 


SCOTCH 
Is that what you figured? Let me see 
that. 
Nick hands him the map. 
-NICK 


It's a piece of cake. Really. 


SCOTCH 
What's this? 


CLOSE ON MAP 
Scotch's finger indicates an area behind Atwater's estate. 


NICK (0.8) 
That's where we enter. 


SCOTCH (058s) 
There's a guard there. With a machine 
Gun . 


BACK TO SCENE 


Nick is stunned. Recovering quickly, he points out another 
area of the map. 


NICK 

No one could cover this much territory. 
SCOTCH 

Why should they? That's the electric 


Gace. 


Another bubble burst. | 
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| SCOTCH (Cont .} 
Everybody‘s after Atwater. You got a long 
line ahead of you. 


Nick starts to speak but Scotch cuts him off. 


SCOTCH <{COnt.} 
Look, I*ll help you, but first you got a LOG 
to learn about thé river. 


FURTHER DOWN THE RIVER 


NICK 
(timid) 
So...should I be lookin for signal lights 
or something? 


SCOTCH 
Sit tight. We're just doing a simple 
Straight shot. Nothing complicated. 
(beat) 
Who got you the cowboy hat, Elsie? 


ON NICK 


trying to surpress a smile, unsuccessfully. 
BACK TO SCOTCH 


who glares at this newcomer's absurdly formal rum running 
attire. Then: 


SCOTOR Contd.) 
Why don't you find my flashlight? It's 
under one of the cushions. 


NICK 
No problem. 


Nick gingerly starts to crawl over the engine compartment 
that separates the front and rear cockpits. Scotch peeks 
over his shoulder and gives the throttle a little kick in the 
ass. | 


Nick slides off the smooth mahogany engine cover and crashes 
head first into the rear cockpit. 


NICK 
What the.... 


Scotch pretends not to notice. As Nick rights himself he 
sees a long rip in his new jacket. 
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NICK (Contd. ) 
Damn it. I just got this. 


Pleased with his prank, Scotch glides the Geronimo toward 
Canada with a devilish grin. 


MEANWHILE 


Nick continues his check under the cushions but comes up 
empty handed. As he turns toward Scotch he is practically 
blinded by a flash of light. 


SCOTCH 
Just remembered. It was under my seat. 


A steaming Nick crawls back into the forward cockpit. 
ANOTHER ANGLE - A BRIDGE OVER A CANAL 


R black Cadillac (the "Chicago" car) is parked to one end of 
a small bridge. 


SCOTCH 
You see that car? That's Capone's 
boys. Lookin' out for their profits. 


Nick appears confused. 


SCOTCH (Contd.«) 
In other words, keepin' an eye on 
Atwater's ass. 
ON NICK 
Bingo. 
FURTHER DOWN THE RIVER 
The Geronimo continues on it's journey. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


whose grin turns to a glare when he catches a glimpse of a 
revolver stuffed inside Nick's jacket. 


SCOTCH 
Kid, give me the piece! 


Nick can see that bringing a gun was definitely a big 
mistake. He carefully pulls it out and hands the butt to 
Scotch, who takes one look at it and tosses it into the 
ari nk . 


Bailie 
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NICK 
I only brought it for protection. 


SCOTCH 
(points to his temple) 
All the protection you need is between 
your ears. 
(beat) 
Don't pull that crap again. 


EXT, PLUSHY JENKIN'S LIQUOR DOCK - CANADIAN SHORE —- NIGHT 


Scotch shuts down the Geronimo and lets it glide under a 
large concrete bridge, revealing a once elegant docking area, 
now stacked with canvas boxes. 


SCUlTCH 
Got your money ready? 


Nick offers a "give me a break" look and flashes him a roll 
oF Bisi8. 


SCOTCH (Conta. ) 
Just remember, let me do the talking. 


As the boat glides up to the dock, Plushy Jenkins, a more 
than rotund Canadian in his fifties, replete with a 
swindler's smirk, descends a circular staircase with 
clipboard in hand. 


Scotch and Nick deboard. Nick is stunned by the enormous 
amount of liquor. 


NICK 
(whispers) 
Whoa. 


Like he has just discovered buried treasure, Nick scurries 
around the stacks of burlap cases inspecting the various 
brands. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Scotch and Plushy begin sizing up the deal. It's a slow 
ritual dance they have performed a thousand times. Scotch 
begins by looking at the number of cases Still Lett. 


SCOTCH 
Business off? 
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Although Plushy counters with his "stock" answer he is a bit 
distracted by the appearance of someone he's never seen 
before -- a partner? 


PLUSHY 
No, it's been damn good. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


As the indistinguishable voices of Scotch and Plushy echo off 
of the concrete walls of this awesome cavern piled with 
Canadian spirits, we follow Nick like a kid ina candy store. 


He emerges from the stacks just in time to witness the part 
of the dance in which Plushy pretends to concede. Plushy 
paces and mumbles numbers under his breath while tallying 
amounts on his clipboard. 


PLUSHY 
Five of gin, two of scotch, and three 
ryes. 
(beat) 
Okay, for you let's say fifty for the 
G40, EOfEyY tor the rye, and, one 
hundred for the scotch. 


Nick, unaware that his partner is simply performing the next 
step in the dance, watches in shock as Scotch considers the 
figures. He then decides to jump in and save the night. 


NIGA 
A hundred dollars for two cases. No 
way. 


Scotch is about to put Nick in his place but decides to bite 
his tongue and let the kid take his lumps. 


NICK (Contd.) 
I'll give you one-thirty for the lot and 
Ehae'Ss 1s. 


A confused Plushy looks at Scotch, who clears the way with a 
160k 6f£ “"At'S His money...” 


PLUSHY 
Well, the kid drives a hard bargain. 


Scotch stands in the wings beaming as Nick peels off a series 
of bills. Scotch begins to load the booze in the Geronimo. 


ANGLE ON THE GERONIMO 


Back aboard, Nick looks to Scotch for approval. 
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ANGLE ON PLUSHY 


Counting the bills, he gestures his thanks as the boys shove 
Ore. 


EXT. PLUSHY JENKIN'S EXIT CANAL - NIGHT 


The Geronimo begins to purr out of the canal. At the helm, 
Scotch silently gloats while Nick anxiously awaits a pat on 
the back for a job well done. 


NICK 
One ninety. He had to be kidding. 


SGC Ei 
Plushy loves suckers like you. Paying 
twice the going rate. 


Scotch can see he's taken the wind out of the kid's sails. 
Nick tries to remain cool but is not too successful. 


| SCOTCH (Contd.) 
Kid, you're gonna need some flying lessons 
before you solo. 


Scotch kicks in the engines up to speed. 
_ EXT, PLUSHY JENKIN'S DOCK - NIGHT 
A while later. Plushy, still laughing to himself, continues 


to count the evening's take when Jake Rye emerges from the 
shadows. He's accompanied by two other men. 


PLUSHY 
(annoyed) 
What is it you punks want from me now? 


JAKE 
We told you Atwater doesn't want 
you sellin’ to Snug Harbor. You ain't 


payin’* attention. 


PLUSHY 
Look, pal, I got a family to feed. il gon'’c 
answer to Harry Atwater or anyone else. 
Now beat it before I call the cops. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - JAKE'S POV 


On the river, the Gray Ghost looms out in the distance. 
Atwater watches the scene through binoculars. 


Az 


BACK TO SCENE 


Jake takes note of this, turns to his men, then back to 
Pliushy « 


JAKE 
if, You Say BO. 


The three men start to walk away. Plushy goes about his 
business. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Farther away. Jake pulls a revolver from his jacket and 
fires several times. 


A SURPRISED PLUSHY 


falls to the ground. The three men surround his lifeless 
body. 


CLOSE ON PLUSHY 

as Jake removes the wad of bills from his pocket. 
DISSOLVE 10% 

INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE —- DAY 


The following morning. Nick waits for Scotch to make sure 
Weightman isn't around before fully entering the store. 
Elsie smiles from behind the counter as Scotch slams down a 
crate of liquor. 


SCOTCH 
(to Nick) 
Hammer doesn't hate you. 


| NICK 
I don't care. I got the crap beat out of 
me last time. 


ELSIE 


(laughs) 
I remember. 


Scotch smiles at the two as they stare at one another. de 
then goes to the gumball machine and inserts a coin. 


CLOSER - ON ELSIE 


As Nick leans in toward the counter. 
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ELSIE 
So. How'd you boys do last night? 


NICK 
(tries to impress her) 
Pretty good. 
(then) 
We made a deal. 


ELSIE 
Is that so? 


NICK 
(a bit defensive) 
Sure. 


SCOTCH 
(chimes in) 
Go on, tell her. 


NICK 
We bought -- that is -- I bought five 
gins, two scotches and three ryes. 


ELSIE 
(thinks) 
Hmm. About seventy dollars. 


NICK 
Something like that. 


Fisie can't hide a smirk. Then: 


BUS Lis 
(covering) 
Not bad. 


Part of Nick's ego returns, but only part. At this point, 
Scotch moves away from the two and toward the gumball 
Machine. 


NICK 
So, you doin' anything Friday night? 


ELSIE 
(awkward) 
I gotta help my dad. 


Ni 
How 'bout Saturday? 
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ELSIE 
(considers) 
t..:Gon"t tink &o. 


NICK 
I see. Well maybe some other time. 


ELSIE 
Maybe. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Scotch pops a gumball into his mouth. 


SCOTCH 
Time to hit the road, partner. 


And on that Nick can't wait to get to the door. After he is 
gone, Scotch looks at Elsie and notices she's wearing a new 
dress. 


SCOTCH 
(smiles) 
Nice dress, Elsie. New? 


Elsie blushes, then comes from behind the counter to shoo him 
away. She knows she's been caught trying to dress up for 
Nick. 


ELSIE 
You boys must have plenty of other 
things to do than... 


SCOTCH 
(cuts her off) 
..make a girl blush. I know. 


After Scotch is gone she runs her hands down the pleats Bee 
her dress, then returns to her position behind the counter. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - DAY 


The two cross the bridge that separates the hardware store 
from the marina. Nick skips backwards in front of Scotch, 
anxiously trying to hurry his friend along. Munro slows when 
he spots activity in the distance. Nicks sees this and turns 
around. 


NICK'S POV - DOWN THE CANAL - ON THE RIVER 


Five small speedboats leave the Canadian shore, racing toward 
Detroit like there were no tomorrow. 
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NICK (0.5.) 
Looks like there's a race going on. 


SCOTCH (0.5.58) 
(laughs) 
They're playin' river roulette. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Nick is bewildered. 
ON THE RIVER 


The five boats continue to race along, speeding past a small 
fishing boat which trawls in the same direction. 


SCOTCH {0.6.3 
One or two of 'em got whiskey on board. 
The Coast Guard can't cover ‘em all. 


Sure enough, as the boats near the U.S. coastline, two Coast 
Guard cruisers approach two of the speeding vessels. 


NICK (O.5.) 
What happens if the Coast Guard scores? 


As Nick says this,: the man in one of the targeted speedboats 
frantically throws weighted crates overboard. He finishes 
just as the Coast Guard officers board his boat. 


SCOTCH (0.8) 
Ouch. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Nick is still adjusting to what he's just witnessed. 


NICK 
There go the profits. 


Scotch is still looking toward the river. 
BCOLLE 
(laughs) 
Nothing stops Big Roy and Pinky from a 
day of fishing. 
ON THE RIVER 


Now closer, we can see the trawler contains none other than 
the two celebrated fisherman. 
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EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - ANOTHER ANGLE —- DAY 

Pinky and Big Roy pull into the far end of the marina. In 
the distance the Coast Guard interrogates two of the 
speedboat drivers. Scotch and Nick approach the fisherman. 


SCOTCH 
They bLtiLn"? 


Pinky is slowly reeling in his line. 


PINKY 
You kiddin.' With all this ruckus. 
BIG ROY 
Them young rummers. All gas, no class. 


Nick smiles throughout. Pinky continues to reel in his line. 


SCO lw 
They're young. Just havin! fun. 


PINKY 
Don't look like they're havin’ much fun 
now. 


The Coast Guard takes the two "roulette boys" away in 
handcuffs. Pinky is almost finished with his line. 


CLOSE ON WATER 


beside their trawler, as a burlap bag emerges slowly, pulled 
by Pinky's line. 


BACK TO SCENE 


as Big Roy leans over and helps load their catch into the 
DoOAaE « 


Nick is surprised. Scotch sees it as routine. They can't 
take their eyes away from -- 


THE BAG 


as Big Roy cuts it open to reveal several bottles of Canadian 
Red. 


BACK TO SCENE 


where Nick is still dumbfounded. 
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PINKY 
(Grins) 
Like I said. Noe Glass. 
INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - AFTERNOON 


Scotch lowers the Geronimo into the boatwell. Nick has 
become preoccupied with a small liquor gadget on a wall. 


NICK 
Hey, Scotch. What's this contraption? 


: SCOTCH 
Somethin' I made a while back. 


Scotch continues to work the levers that lower His Cagis 
Craft. A curious Nick pulls the unit down from the wall and 
like a four-year-old, he cannot resist the temptation to turn 
the spigot that appears to start the thing. 

CLOSE - ON LIQUOR GADGET 


Liquor flows from the spigot and fills a glass. The weight 
of the glass tips the scale... 


That trips a marble that rolls down a trough... 
That triggers a tiny mouse trap and... 
Lights 4, Maton... 
That ignites the liquor in the glass. 
BACK TO SCENE 
NICK 
I had an engineering professor who 


would have loved this thing. 


Nick blows out the flame and places the liquor gadget back on 
the wall. 


ON A NEARBY SHELF 

rests a rather odd-looking cylindrical phonograph. 

NEXT TO THAT 

Nick spots a small metal tank. Something registers. 
NICK 


(cautious) 
You using this for anything? 
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SCOTCH 
It'S all yours’. 


NICK 
Great. 


Nick looks at Scotch's biplane, its wings folded up, to one 
Side of the boathouse. 


NICK (Contd. ) 
What's with the plane? 


SCOTCH 
(a bit annoyed) 
What's with the questions? 


Got it. Nick calms down enough to understand that Scotch 
wants him aboard pronto. He hops into the boat just as 
Scotch settles it into the water. Scotch seems to soften a 
id 


SCOTCH 
The wings need welding. The gas line 
leaks. The wheel's bent from a bum 


landing. I'11 get around to £ixin’ it 
up someday. 


No comment from Nick. He scrutinizes the Geronimo instrument 
panel. After a beat his eyes land on a deck cleat that 1s 
askew. He reaches to straighten it. 


NICK 
What happened here...? 


Scotch turns around with poles and box in hand and cringes. 


SCOTCa 
Don't! 


Too late. The straightened cleat releases a set of spring 
loaded floorboards. The planks fly open, narrowly missing 
Nick and sending him face first into the driver's seat. 


NICK 
What the... 


Nick notices a few specially wrapped bottles of Canadian Red 
hidden in the bilge. Scotch shoves the fishing gear into 
Nick's face. 
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SCOTCH 
Here, kid, just put.this stuff below. 


NICK 
Tell me you're not takin’ me fishing? 


Scotch trips the boathouse door open, hops aboard, and starts 
the engines. 


SCOTCH 
Yep. Goin' trawlin' for cowboy! 


Scotch snaps the floorboards shut and jams down the CAroLs Le. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 
Scotch hugs the Geronimo along the Detroit shoreline. 
NICK 
Hey, can we go by that place called 
the slot? I hear the runners almost 


get airborne there. 


Nick does an arm waving gesture of a powerboat taking off. 


SCOTCH 
You know, that was your problem last 
night. You're always jumping the gun. 


So busy flappin' your jaw you don't see 
what's really going on. 


Like an Indian scout, Scotch senses something on the 
shoreline up ahead. 


SCOTCH (Contd. )} 
You gotta take it all in. And give it 
some time to cook. 


ANGLE ON DILAPIDATED DOCK 


A bedsheet hangs on a makeshift clothesline at the end of the 
GOock » 


BACK TO SCOTCH 


Spotting the bedsheet he begins to look around while still 
talking at Niek. 
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SCOTCH (Contda.) 
See that signal? Well, first you gotta 
be sharp enough to know it's a signal. 
Once you got that, you gotta figure 
who's signalling who... 
CLOSE ON LOW RIDING RUM BOAT 
as it slowly starts to cross. 


SCOTCH (Contd.) 
...then make sure they're not after you. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


as he notices the bedsheet being taken down by a panic-— 
stricken spotter. 


NICK 
Scoten? 


WIDE SHOT - THE RIVER 

Two patrol boats fly out of an overgrown canal toward the rum 
boat. A man in one of them motions the second boat to go 
ahead and make the collar. 


BACK TO THE GERONIMO 


Scotch cautiously pulls the Geronimo behind a blind, safely 
out of the way. 


BACK TO COAST GUARD BOAT 


Instead of slowing to pull alongside the rum boat, the 
Guardsman guns his engine. 


CLOSE ON RUM RUNNER 

panicked, he jumps off the boat into the river just as... 
THE BRASS PLATED COAST GUARD BOW 

climbs right over the surrendering rum craft's stern, 
smashing it to pieces and sending it and its ninety-proof 


cargo to the bottom of the river. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


SCOTCH 
Bootleggin' is being prepared. And 
aware of your surroundings. Then 


waiting for the right moment. 


SL 


WIDE SHOT - THE RIVER 


As the rummer continues his afternoon swim toward the Detroit 
shore. ; 


NICK. (0.5.) 
Like this guy. If he'd had a lighter 
load he probably could've out run 
fem, right? 


SCOTCH (0.8.) 
Maybe. But kid, runnin’ hootch is a 
helluva lot more than fast boats. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - ATWATER'S ESTATE - LATE AFTERNOON 


The Geronimo continues along the river. In the background, 
the J. Gordon can be seen moored halfway between the U.S. and 
Canada. - 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Atwater's Chinese temple fortress can be seen in the 
distance, 


ON THE J. GORDON 


A dozen or more deck apes stand around, unable to do anything 
because -~ 


A COAST GUARD BOAT 
is moored not fifty feet away. 


NICK 
Looks like they're putting the squeeze on 
Atwater. Couldn't happen to a nicer guy. 


SCOTCH 
That bourbon barge hauls more booze 
in one night than I do in a year. Atwater 
just buys off whoever he needs to get it 
across. 
(beat) 
That is, he used to. 


INT. ATWATER'S HEADQUARTERS - AFTERNOON 
We are close on the barrel of a telescope, moving along until 


we reach the head of Harry Atwater, who at the moment is not 
a happy man. Jake Rye stands quietly in the wings. 


SZ 


ATWATER 
That cowboy's cuttin’ the business to 
pieces. 


Jake is silent. Atwater paces, thinking. Then: 


ATWATER (Contd. ) 
So we branch out. Hit the smaller towns. 


He looks through the telescope once more. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - THROUGH THE TELESCOPE - AFTERNOON 


Atwater first sees the J. Gordon, then the Coast Guard boat, 
then the Geronimo. 


ATWATER (0.84) - 
Now, Munro and that punk are out there. z 
don't know what they're doin', but keep an 
eye on ‘em. 


DISSOLVE TO} 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 


Further up the river, the Geronimo approaches a LAagnrnouse 
jutting out from the coastline. Nick notices sea gulls 
perched atop hundreds of jagged pilings that were once part 
of a docking area for the lighthouse. Scotch masterfully 
maneuvers the Geronimo through the labyrinth. 


SCOTCH 
I've seen lots of hulls ripped apart by 
these pilings. 
(beat) 
If I can't shake 'em on the river I'll 
bring 'em through here. 


NICK 
How do you know you're gonna get 
through? 


Scotch makes an airplane gesture with his hand. 
SCOTCH 
It's like diving through a barn. You 


just gotta know where your wings are. 


DISSOLVE TO 


as 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - MAGIC HOUR 


Scotch glides the Geronimo up to a decrepid dock along a 
desolate overgrown coastline area. Nick hops Lf? Ann t1eo 
off the docklines. Scotch jumps onto the dock and heads for 
Shore . 


SCOTCH 
_..and it's not all done on boats, either. 
Grab the fishing gear. 


Scotch saunters a short way down the shoreline, giving the 
entire area the once over. Confident that the coast is clear 
he pulls away some brush and uncovers a two-sided crank 
system with cables and railroad ties leading out into the 
water, Wick brings up the reer. 


NICK 
What do we do? Reel in the Canadian 
shore? 

SCOTCH 


Just put down the gear and gimme a hand. 
There is quite a tug on the cable as they begin cranking. 
Nick readjusts himself for better leverage, slips, and steps 
in a hole up to his ankles. 
CLOSE ON BURLAP LIQUOR CASES 


which break the surface of the water as the cable is pulled 
Cau . 


EXT. WOODED SHORELINE AREA - MAGIC HOUR 


Close on a pair of cowboy boots gingerly stepping through a 
marshy area, then stopping. 


BACK TO SCOTCH AND NICK 


Munro halts the crank. His suspicious eye turns left. 
Momentarily satisfied, he and Nick slowly continue to E674HE . 


ANGLE ON THE BOOTS 
as they begin to pick up speed. 
ANGLE ON SCOTCH MUNRO 


Scotch stops and reverses their motion and the cases return 
to their watery hideaway. 
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SscorTcH 
(pointing to fishing gear) 
Grab it. And cast a line over there. 


Nick sees the seriousness on Scotch's face and quickly 
follows orders. Scotch grabs a piece of camouflage. 


BACK TO THE COWBOY BOOTS 


As they continue their confident stride through the brush. 
BACK TO SCOTCH 


who finally grabs a reel and casts his line out to the middle 
of the river. Nick's line drops straight down from the end 
of Ais pole. 


THE COWBOY BOOTS 
emerge from the brush and stride to the water's edge. We 
pull back to reveal C.J. Locke, replete with cowboy hat as 


well, squinting and chewing some tobacco. 


LOCKE 
How's the fishin' today, boys. 


SCOTCH 
Oh, I think the heat'’s keepin’ ‘em 
down. 

LOCKE 


TI lové t=6 £15H. 


Nick nervously watches Locke as Scotch sits back prepared for 
a tong tale. 


LOCKE (Contd.) 

Back where I come from we fish for 
Drummond fish. They're a very fast 
fish. 

(bear) 
But they also a very stupid fish 'cause 
they make a sound like a heartbeat or 
like a tympnee drum. So you listen for 
that and go after 'em late at night. You 
take your cane pole and sit in those wat. 
weeds and you wait. 


(beat) 
And you may sit there all night long and 
not catch a one. Now you go out there 


enough and you quiet enough, one of them 
nights you gonna catch a Drummond ce eS ce 


, ™~\ 
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SCOTCH 
That's real interesting. Can I offer you 
something to drink? 


LOCKE 
All depends on what you got. 


Scotch reaches into his fishing bag and pulls out a eéoild 
Vernor's, pops the top and hands it up to Locke. The cowboy 
slugs back a swig and reaches in his pocket and offers Scotch 
a pinch of chewing tobacco. 


Nick sees that he is going to be left out of the Sr ualion. 


; " -NICK 
I could use a good pinch of tobacco. 


Locke and Munro smile at one another as they watch Nick put 
the tobacco between his cheek and gum. 


SCOTCH 
(to Locke) 
So, what brings you here? 


LOCKE 
Well, I'm here 'cause I've caught more 
Drummond fish than anybody out there. 
In fact, I am the world champeen Drummond 
rLen Cacener. 


Nick starts to get a bit green around the gills from chomping 
on the tobacco. 


SCOTCH 
I don't believe we have any Drummond 
fish around here. 


LOCKE 
You don't understand. I'd been border 
patrol in Brownsville, Texas for fifteen 
years before they sent me to Port Arthur. 
(beat) 
So I know Drummond fish when I see ‘em. 
And there's plenty of them here. 


Locke takes a final swig of Vernor's, then hands Scotch back 
the empty bottle. 


LOCKE (Contd.) 
i'm just lookin’ for the biggest Drummond 
fish in these waters. Then I'm goin’ home. 


SCOTCH 
Wish ya luck. 


re ~~, 
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As Locke turns to leave he glances at Nick who is quietly 
spitting out the awful tobacco. He then grins back to 
SCot Cn. 


LOCKE 
Hope your boy get better. 


The cowboy boots disappear back into the marshy woods. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - SAME - EVENING 


A short while later, the burlap cases reemerge from their 
water hideaway and are cranked ashore atop an old sled. 


SCOTCH 
Quick, kid, empty a couple of cases. 


Scotch reaches into the fishing satchel and pulls out two 
mailbags. 


NICK 
Mailbags? 


Scotch grabs a couple of whiskey bottles and begins stuffing 
them into the postal sacka. 


SCOTCH 
Don't you know it's a federal offense 
to search mail. 


NICK 
You hardly look like a mailman. 


SCOTCH 
(winks) 
No, but the cops never keep me from my 
appointed rounds. 


DISSOLVE TO? 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - DUFFY'S ~ DAL 


The following morning. The churning wake of the Geronimo 
settles as the speedboat glides up to the dock at DutEy'*s», 2 
tiny Canadian riverfront tavern and the daytime hangout for 
rum runners waiting for nightfall. 


Scotch pulls up to the crowded dock. The loaded boats sit 
low in the water. The Geronimo is tied off as the boys 
stride up the creaking old dock and into Duffy's. 


Di 


INT. DUPFY*S = DAZ 


The boys enter the crowded, smokey tavern jammed with small- 
time bootleggers, laughter and clinking glasses. Niék 
eavesdrops on a tableful of poker players as he and Scotch 
weave to the bar. 


RUNNER #1 
T KReae He's in from D.C. 


RUNNER #2 
Can you believe the cowboy hat? 


RUNNER #3 
He nabbed four more Atwater boys. 


Scotch nestles up to the bar and flags down Boom Boom Cannon, 
a tough but motherly barmaid who doesn't take any crap from 
her renegade customers. 


SCOTCH 
Boom Boom. One for me and the kid. 


Boom Boom eyeballs the dapper young man as he repostures 
himself to stand like Munro. Scotch crosses his arms to take 
in the standard Boom Boom novice speech that she is about to 
drill into Nick. 


BOOM BOOM 
What's yer name? 

NICK 
Nick Trumble. 

BOOM BOOM 


So, you're gettin' in the export business, 
hey, Slick? 


| NICK 
No. dust came here for a little Canadian 
hospitality. 

BOOM BOOM 


Coupla things you gotta know ‘bout hangin' 
out, aa Duiry"s. 

(takes a deep breath) 
I don't run no tabs, don't give no credit, 
don't make no trade. No rough housin', 
no hookers, no sleepin' overnight, no 
knives, no guns... 

(indicates poker players) 

..no bets over fifty bucks. 
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Boom Boom slams the cash register shut, hands someone change 
and doesn't take her eyes off Nick. 


BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
In my canal you go slow or stay out. 
You work on yer boat, clean up yer mess. 
Your mother doesn't work here. 


Scotch slugs back his glass and grins. Nick is pulverized. 


BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
You follow my rules and these 
commandments... 
(points to sign behind bar) 
..and yer welcome to stay. 


The crudely painted sign hanging behind the bar lists the 
once unwritten rules of running liquor on the river. They 
range from "Thou Shalt Not Use Denatured Alcohol Or Cooperate 
With The Police" to "Thou Shalt Mind Thine Own Business." 


BOOM BOOM (Contd.) 
If not, I'll fill you full of buck shot. 
Got it? 


Nick appears as if he's just been steam rolled. 


NICK 
Yes, mam. 


BOOM BOOM 
Welcome aboard. 


She offers Nick a quick death grip hand shake and again slams 
the register closed. 


SCOTGH 
(to Boom Boom) 
You seen Black Label Louie? 


BOOM BOOM 
Scotch, ever since that cowboy showed 
up, people been shuttin' down or Atwater's 
been blowin' 'em outta the water. Ten 
guys in the last week gone outta 
business. 


SCOTCH 
(reflects) 
Since Plushy's gone it's been hard to 
get good stuff. 
(then) 
The whole's thing's gettin' outta hand. 


om. 


BOOM BOOM 
You tried Sandy Weathers? 


Scotch's face tells us he's never heard of the man. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SANDY'S MAPLE LEAF GAS & BAIT - DAY 


The Geronimo pulls away from the dock in front of Sandy's, a 
one pump operation at the end of a small tired marina. Nick 
covers several cases of booze with a piece of canvas as 
Scotch maneuvers the boat. 


Sandy Weathers, pipe in hand, watches as the Geronimo pulls 
away. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Nick paces the floor with phone in hand as he hustles another 
orders 


NICK 
No problem, Henry. We'll have it to 
you later today. That's right. Relax. 
And say hello to Mrs. Grant, too. 


CLOSE ON LIST 


as Nick reaches over and checks yet another name off the 
rather lenghty list. 


No sooner does he do this than the phone rings again. He 
picks up. 


Ba 

Hello. Chuck, how are you? I know 

you aren't happy with the price I 

quoted, but I'm afraid there's not 

much IT can cdo. | 

(beat) 

If you can get it cheaper, then go ahead. 
Look, it's seventy-five or nothing. 


The phone goes dead. Nick places it in has Gradic., 
ANGLE ON ELSIE 


who helps out, taking inventory. She smiles at her 
entrepreneurial friend. 
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ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


working on the Geronimo's engine. He chuckles to himself 
about Nick's phone technique. 


BACK TO NICK 
who is now counting out loud. 
NICK 
...five, six, seven, eight... 
(to Elsie and Scotch) 


The guy's a twelve. 


Sure enough, when Nick hits twelve the phone Pings 2ggin, He 
picks it Up. 


Wick (Cantd,.) 
Chuck? Long time. How's it goin'? 


He smiles to the others. They smile back. 

A WHILE LATER 

Two Bit sits on the boathouse back steps arm waving a tale, 
while Big Roy and Hammer take turns handing hootch up to 


Pinky who neatly stacks them in the back of Scotch's marina 
mck . 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 
Scotch carries in a crate of liquor and calls out for his 
Partrner. 


SCOTCH 
Hey, Nick, you gonna help with these 
crates or what? 


No answer. Scotch continues to look around, and is shocked 
over what he finds. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - CLOSE ON WORKBENCH 


A folded piece of paper rests on Nick’s area Sf Las 
workbench. 


SCOTCH’S HAND 


unfolds what turns out to be a diagram of the Atwater 
compound. 
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SCOTCH 
Ldi66 


Scotch grabs the map, fires up the Geronimo and trips the 
switch which opens the boathouse door. 


Hammer runs inside, shouts to Scotch. 


HAMMER 
Hey, what’s the big hurry? 


Scotch doesn’t answer. Instead he speeds off into the 
distance. 


ANGLE ON HAMMER 
concerned. 
EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - DAY 


The Geronimo rests on the beach not far from the edge of the 
Atwater Estate. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


who makes his way through the overgrown weeds, following 
notes on Nick’s map. When he comes upon a barbed wire 
electric fence, he picks up a stick and touches the wire. 
ChOSE, ON STICK 


as it catches fire. 


SCcorTua 
Holy shart. 


Scotch continues his search, looking not too optimistic. 
CLOSE ON GROUND 

as Scotch picks up a used Tommy gun shell. 

ON SCOTCH 

not happy at all. Suddenly, he hears a rustling sound in the 
bushes. He quickly readies himself for battle, moving closer 
inch ‘by 19¢h Gatis fie Bees =« 


ANGLE ON BUSHES 


A battered, bloodied Nick lying helpless on the ground. 
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WICK 
looks up at Scotch. 
SCOTCH 


looks down at his friend. After a moment he carefully picks 
him up, places him on his back and carries him away. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE —- DAY 


Scotch closes up the Geronimo's engine cover. In the corner 
Nick and Elsie count the week's take, stuffing every sixth 
dollar into a mailbag. 


NICK 
(curious) 
You sure he said to do it like this? 


ELSIE 
(smiles) 
I'm sure. 
The couple continue their counting. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - DAY 


Nick and Scotch cruise in the Geronimo. Nick is at the 
wheel. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO CABIN 


Several mailbags full of liquor, along with a bag full of 
money, rest to one side of the cabin. 


ANGLE ON CANAL HOME 


A hunched-over elderly woman sweeps off the back porch of 
this run down home. She huffs and puffs as she finishes up, 
then places the tired old broom inside. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO CABIN 
as Scotch takes the money bag and moves to the deck of the 


ship. Nick notices this and, thinking his partner is making 
a big mistake, shouts up to him. 


NICK 
Hey! Hey!! 


But Scotch has already tossed the bag of money, which lands 
squarely on the clean porch. 
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NICK 
That was the money bag!! 


Scotch gives the kid a look. Nick catches on. Then: 


NICK (Contd.) 
I thought Robin Hood was just a story. 


INT. ATWATER'S HEADQUARTERS —- DAY 


Atwater paces the floor as Jake places the phone in its 
erage, 


JAKE 
He doesn't need any, either. 


ATWATER 
(pissed) 
First that cowboy squeezes my supply. 
And now guys like Munro and that punk 
are cuttin' into my demand! 


Atwater slams his fist into his desk. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NIGHT 


The Geronimo rounds the tip of a small island. The sweep of 
the lighthouse beam exposes Atwater's huge ship, the J; 
Gordon, as it violently churns its wake, having difficulty 
maneauvering through a treacherous passage. It finally runs 
aground. 


Several runabouts with spotlights illuminate the problem, 
while a swarm of worker-bee boats attempt to loosen the obese 
vessel with dock poles. 


CLOSE. ON NICK 


His eyes widen as he makes out that the ship's deck is 
covered with hundreds of cases of booze. 


ON THE J. GORDON 

The Gray Ghost glides up to the J. Gordon. Atwater leaps 
aboard the J. Gordon and stomps across the stern of thea 5515, 
yelling at the inept skipper. 

ON THE GERONIMO 


Once again Indian Scotch sniffs the air and senses trouble. 
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ON THE RIVER 


From out of nowhere two hotshot runners blaze by either side 
of the Geronimo and leave it rocking in their wake. 


BACK TO SCOTCH 


SCOTCH 
Rookies. 


The familiar spotlight glares in their faces as a Coast Guard 
boat pulls up along side. A large patrolman, shotgun in 
hand, boards the Geronimo. 


Nick swallows heavily when he realizes the patrolmen are the 
same one that pulled him over after the Grosse Pointe party. 


FRANK "NIBBLE" 
Well, well. If it isn't the Snug Harbor 
Snake and the innocent Snob Junior. 


, SCOTCH 
Frank and Ernie Nibble. Didn't expect 
to see you here. Thought you guys were 


paid to look the other way. 

FRANK "NIBBLE"” 
The other way just happened to have us 
Lookam’ at you. 


The large patrolman, Ernie "Nibble," nudges Nick in the ribs 
with the barrel of his shotgun, while Frank grabs the 
Geronimo's wheel and steers the boat over beside the J. 
Gordon. 


ANGLE ON THE J. GORDON'S STERN 


Atwater stops chewing out his skipper and looks over toward 
Nisok and Scotch. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


Seeing Atwater looking at him, Scotch smiles. 


SCOIGH 
The Great Gray Navigator runs aground 
again. 

ATWATER 


I don't need any shit from you, Munro. 
You were never a problem before, and 
you won't be one now! 


Atwater turns his attention to Frank "Nibble." 
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ATWATER (Contd. ) 
Waste ‘em! 


Frnie "Nibble" smirks a Peter Lorrie grin and cocks his gun 
at Socoreh. 


CLOSE ON SCOTCH 


Munro looks at the end of the barrel, to Nick, then to the 
cleat that opens the floorboard hideaway. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


who understands Scotch's plan. He reaches for the cleat, 
turns it; 


The spring-loaded floorboard thwacks Ernie directiy in the 
balls. Scotch grabs the shotgun barrel and swings Ernie into 
the midnight river when the gun goes oft. 


The bullet wings Nick and knocks Frank overboard. Nick falls 
into his seat. 


ANGLE ON COAST GUARD BOATS 


Rounding the point, their sirens and searchlights blazing, as 
they head for the Gordon. It's Locke and his posse. They 
open fire. 


BACK TO THE GERONIMO 


Nick is in shock over his wound. Scotch grabs the wheel and 
streaks the Geronimo away from the scene. 


ANGLE ON THE J. GORDON 


Both worker and paid-off patrol boats scatter amidst the 
sparks of richocetting bullets and erratic sweeping police 
searchlights. 


Atwater leaps aboard the Gray Ghost and guns it away. The 
Ghost disappears into an island canal, narrowly escaping the 
Guardsman. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - NIGHT 


The Geronimo chugs down the moonlit canal toward the Snug 
Harbor marina. Elsie waits on the bridge for her heroes'! 
return. She notices that Nick is clutching his left arm. 


ELSIE 
Wick! You okay?! 


gO ae 
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Nick nods his head yes but the pain in his eyes and the blood 
dripping down his sleeve say otherwise. 


SCOTCH 
He just had his wings clipped a little. 


Elsie trips Scotch's contraption to open the boathouse door. 
She rushes in and grabs some clean rags. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - NIGHT 


As the Geronimo swings inside, Elsie hops aboard and helps 
Nick off with his jacket. Scotch gets out and starts to tie 
off the runabout. 


SCOTCH 
Gee, kid, you're lucky. I got chewed 
out when I got hit. 


The two ignore Scotch. Elsie wraps Nick's arm With BB GLOEL. 


ELSIE 
Is this any better? 


NICK 
Almost. 


Elsie pauses. Nick moves in for the Kil. 


NICK (Contd.) 
It should be better by Saturday night. 


Nick grins. Elsie smiles back. 


ELSIE 
Let's hope so. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK —- DAY 


Now we're talking. Their first date in five years. Nick's 
in his ice cream pants and Elsie'’s wearing her full summery 
Oress. 


The couple exit the ferry and walk down the entrance dock and 
under the "Welcome To Bob-Lo Island Amusement Park" sign, 
picnic basket in hand. The Canadian maple leaf flag is 
flying in the breeze. We can see Detroit across the river in 
the background. 


They wander through the park, alive with Ferris wheels and 
children. Nick smiles at her. Elsie returns with a bashful 
smile of her own. Nick kicks the top off a dandelion. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE - PICNIC AREA 


The couple find a spot on the grassy riverfront area and 
settle down among dozens of other picnickers. Nick spreads 
out the red checked tablecloth. 


NICK 
Remember this? 


ELSIE 
(warm) 
Tt.’ Ss GOmng back to me. 


Nick digs into the basket, pulls out some items. 


NICK 
Now let's see. A peanut butter and 
banana sandwich...pretzels..and 
for dessert...red licorice. 


ELSIE 
(can't believe this) 
You remembered. 


Nick pulls yet another item from the basket. 


NICK 
And a bouquet of snap dragons. 


ELSIE 
Remember we used to steal those from 
Mrs. Lipinski's garden? 


NICK 
Ah, but do you remember the ‘Dragon 
Monster?’ 


Nick pinches off the top of a flower which becomes the 
snapping face of his puppet "arm serpent.” He begins 
annoyingly tickling and picking at Elsie who laughs 
uncenLroltlaply, 


ELSIE 
(begs) 
OGit. Stop it, Nick. 


In defense, she playfully slugs Nick, inadvertantly Hitting 
his wounded arm. Nick winces momentarily. 


ELSIE 
(comforting) 
On, i'm Sorry 
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BA a BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK —- DAY 


A while later, at the cotton candy booth, the couple "people 
watch" as a little girl holds a stick of cotton candy twice 
as big as her head. The kid pauses, then digs in, much to 
the amusement of Nick, Elsie and several other folks. 


EXT. BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK - DAY 


At a ring-toss booth, Nick and Elsie watch as a kid attempts 
to win a stuffed bear. It's very intimidating, and the ie 3.8, 
leaves with a consolation prize. 

. ELSIE 
I always wanted to win a big stuffed 
animal. Ever since I was ten. Every 
time I came here I lost. 


This registers with Nick. 


NICK 
You weren't here with Nick Trumble, 
that was your problem. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
(to crowd) 
A nickel buys ya three tosses. 


The crowd slowly disperses. Nick and Elsie are left standing 
4n front of the booth. The man now directs his pitch at 
Wik « 


MAN AT BOOTH 
Three tosses wins this cuddly bear for the 
lovely lady. 


Nick smiles at Elsie, then gives the man a nickel. The man 
hands Nick three wooden rings. 


NICK 
(to Elsie) 
For the lovely lady... 


He throws the ring, just misses. 


NICK 
Just getting warmed up. 


His second toss bounces off the post he's trying to hit. 
Foi Es 


(like a cheerleader) 
Come on, Nick! 
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Strike three. Not to worry, there's more where that came 
from. Nick digs in his pocket, produces another nickel. 


NICK 
No sweat. 
(assuring) 
Consider it yours’. 


Elsie spots a travelling popcorn salesman. 


ELSIE 
I'm gonna get us some popcorn. Lid 
be back. 


She scurries off, leaving Nick alone with the booth man. 
Nick leans in, talks softly. 


NICK 
How much? 


MAN AT BOOTH 
(confused) 
Huh? 


NICK 
The bear. What'1ll you take for it? 


MAN AT BOOTH 
a  Ocll) 
Oh...I can't sell it. You have to hit the pole 
with the ring... 


NICK 
Five bucks. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
iim sorry, Sirs 


NICK 
Ten bucks. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
(considers) 
I...really...can't... 


Nick sees Elsie is waiting to buy popcorn. 


NICK 
Twenty. 


MAN AT BOOTH 
Le . 


70 


Nick reaches over the counter, grabs the man by the collar. 


NICK 
Twenty bucks for the goddamn bear! 


The man is panicked, hands Nick the bear. Nick slaps a 
twenty on the counter. Elsie returns with the popcorn. 


Nick hands his lady the stuffed animal. 
ELSIE 
(ecstatic) 


You won?! I can't believe it! 


She hugs the huge animal, holding on to the bags of popcorn 
as she does. 


NiGS. 
straightens himself out. 
THE BOOTH MAN 


pockets the twenty and fixes his rumpled collar, then offers 
an incredulous look at the "loving couple." 


EXT. BOB-LO ISLAND AMUSEMENT PARK - DAY 


Nick and Elsie come upon a hot dog vendor. 


NICK 
Scotch told me to say hello to the hot 
dog man. 
ELSIE 


That's just what I need. More food. 


Nick approaches the hot dog vendor and can be seen talking 
while Elsie waits, holding the stuffed bear. 


A LITTDE Glial 


approaches Elsie and admires the animal. Elsie smiles at her 
and begins making small talk. | 


CLOSE ON PICNIC BASKET 


As Nick holds the basket, the vendor places some bottles of 
Canadian Red inside. 


HOT DOG MAN (0O.S.) 
Say hi to SEG6ten., 


ae i 


WICK (0.8.) 
Wiil oo. 


-ON NICK 
who smiles to himself. He heads toward Elsie. 


NICK 
Come on, I think the boat's leaving. 


EXT. BOB-LO FERRY —- DAY 


The churning wake of the Bob-Lo boat is admired by Nick and 
Elsie who lean against the stern railing. 


EXT. DEBOARDING AREA - BOB-LO FERRY - DAY 


As the herd of visitors shuffle toward the deboarding area, 
Nick and Elsie spot some Dry Agents standing at the exit 
plank rummaging through handbags, paper sacks, and’ picnic 
baskets. 


ANGLE ON NICK AND ELSIE 


NICK 
Damn it. ‘ 


Elsie's eyes dart from Nick to the Dry Agents, then finally 
to the picnac basker. 


ELSIE 
(it hits her) 
You couldn't get a hot dog like everybody 
else. 


NICK 
I'm afraid nor. 


She grabs the wicker basket and whisks it off toward the 
ladies’ room. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A violator is pulled to the side by one of the Dry Agents. 
ANGLE ON ELSIE 


Fresh from the ladies’ room. 


NICK. 
(whispers) 
Did you throw it away?’ 
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Before there is time to explain they have shuffled down the 
gang plank. Nick nervously places the basket on the 
temporary inépectaon counter. 

Their basket passes the inspection. 

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY 


The two get into Nick's car. Nick is obviously relieved. 


NICK 
Too bad you had to leave it in the ladies' 
room. 

BLS IE 


Are you kidding? Canadian Red? 


She turns away from Nick, modestly slips her hand under her 
dress and pulls out a thin pint of Taylor Hawkins. Terni ag 
back toward a dumbfounded Nick, she offers a shit-eating 
gran « 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
There's more where this came from. 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 


An Atwater "grocery" truck anxiously idles in an open garage 
while several thugs heft the last couple of kegs into the 
truck's rear end. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


A black car containing some of Capone's men carefully monitor 
the operation. 


INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY 
From a secret office high across the alley, Harry Atwater 
watches as the smoke from his cigar rises to the darkened 


ceiling. 


Behind him a small freight lift rises from below, bringing 
with it Jake Rye. 


JAKE 
Doc's got four more stills up. 


Atwater blows a puff of smoke, then looks out the window at 
the black car. 


is 


ATWATER 
(uneasy) 
Need all we can get. Capone's all 
over my ass. 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 


Suddenly, as the grocery truck pulls into the street, three 
police cars swerve to surround the suspect EEuek. 


INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY 


= 


Jake and Atwater see the ambush simultaneously. Overly 
anxious Jake draws his gun. Atwater glares at him. 


ATWATER 
Cool it. There's no way up here. 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY —- DAY 


Locke is now visible and senses the bust is under CONT FOL : 


LOCKE 
ALL signer, 
(waves his men into warehouse) 
Upstairs! 


As Locke and his men race toward the building's entrance a 
second Atwater grocery truck crashes down an adjacent garage 
door. The truckload of Atwater thugs spray the street with 
gunfire. 


INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - SAME - DAY 


Bullets rittle the office window, causing both Jake and 
Atwater to dive for cover. 


ATWATER 
THALES 221 I've had it! 


EXT. NARROW WAREHOUSE ALLEY - DAY 

The second story window of the warehouse is broken open from 
the inside by Locke's men. A waterfall of hootch crashes to 
the sidewalk. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


The Capone car has since driven away. 
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EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DAY 


Nick and Elsie drive toward the chain-link fence which 
surrounds this shut down facility. After a moment they get 
out of the car and walk up to the fence. 


NICK 
I don't know why you wanted me to 
drive up here. 


ELSIE 
I was just curious. I haven't been here 
Since it -- closed down. I didn't want 


to come alone. 


Nick climbs to the top of the fence, then extends his hand to 
Elsie. 


NICK 
Come on. 


ELSIE 
I didn't mean we'd go in. 


She grabs his hand, starts to climb. 
INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DAY 


It's dark in here. As Nick forces open the door, light 
Filters in to reveal four old brass tanks which stand about 
thirty feet high apiece. The couple slowly walk around the 
pLeadcs. 


NICK 
It's a bit spooky in here. 


ELSIE 
(sarcastic) 
Really? 
(tries to lighten things up) 
Remember we used to play hide and 
seek when we were kids? 


NICK 
(iTidi CaAces ) | 
You always hid behind that tank. 


ELSIE 
You knew? 


NICK 
Yeah. But I'd pretend to look anyway. 


oS 


Elsie is quiet. 


NICK (Coned.) 
We can go if you want. 


ELSIE 
No. That's okay. I kind of missed 
the place. 


Nick moves toward one of the tanks and notices it’s 
maintenance door has been removed. He gestures to Elsie to 
join him, and the two sit on the edge of the tank, half in, 
half out. 


NICK 
My father may have been a lot of things, 
but he wasn't two-faced. He didn't sell 
anybody out. 


ELSIE 
Nick... 


NICK 
If he turned over his portion 
of the brewery to Atwater, there must 
have been a damn good reason. 


ELSIE 
It's over, Nick. 
NICK 
People in town look at me like dirt. 
(beat) 
The way they looked at my dad. 
ELSIE 
Loat,” a tot trwe: 
NICK 


No? So tell me your dad would be 
thrilled if he knew we were spending 
the day together. 


Nick's got a point, and Elsie knows it. 


NICK (Contd.) 
God, I just need that evidence. 


ELSIE 
How'd it get in Harry Atwater's 
piSsset? 
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NICK: 
My father went to meet him to make a 
deal -- the brewery for the evidence. 


Only he wanted to be sure there wouldn't 
be a double-cross. 


Nick pauses a moment. When he begins again, his voice is 
SOTtEr:. 


NICK (Contd. ) 
Somehow he sent the evidence ahead 
to Atwater's place...he didn't want it 
on him. 
(beat) 
It’s in Harry's wine cellar, 


ELSIE 
Don’t worry, you’lil get it. S¢oteh is 
helping you. 


NIGE 
(realistic) 
And if I don't? 


ELSIE 
Then you still know who you are. 


NICK 
What's that supposed to mean? 


ELSIE 
You're Nick Trumble. You're smart, and 
kind, and you throw a mean left hook. 


Nick smiles. 


NICK 
Do I know how to show a girl a good time 
or what? 


Elsie laughs. As she does this she leans back and plops into 
the empty tank. Her laughter echoes like and fills the place 
like a pipe organ. Nick hops in as well. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - SAME —- DAY 


NICK (0.5.) 
(echoing Dickens) 
..it was the best of times, it was the 
worst of times... 


"7 


Elsie's laughter can also be heard echoing off-screen, as we: 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 


The worst of times is ahead for three small fishing boats 
moored off the bay. As the Gray Ghost passes by, we can see 
two Atwater goons throw liquor bombs in their direction. 
Soon all three are engulfed in flames. 


DISSOLVE TOs 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 


Nick and Elsie board the Geronimo, which is tied down outside 
Scotch's boathouse. 


ELSIE 
You sure this is okay? 


NICK 
Scotch said if I could get you to go 
out with me, he'd let me use his boat. 


ELSIE 


(sarcastic) 
Hmm. He must've thought I'd never do it. 


NICK 
Thanks. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 


Magic hour. Nick and Elsie cruise in the Geronimo. In this 
light, Elsie could not look more beautiful. 


ELSIE 
I can't believe this. 


NICK 
You can't believe what? 


ELSIE 

The whole day. The picnic. The cotton 
candy, the stuffed bear. Getting through 
Customs. The brewery. 

(beat) 
And now a ride on the Geronimo. 

(turns toward Nick) 
What else is there? 


Nick smiles devilishly. Elsie blushes. 
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NICK 
How 'bout an after dinner drink? To 
celebrate. 

ELSIE 


(a bit taken aback) 
If you're takin' me to Duffy's, forget it. 


WICK 
(assuring) 
We're not going to Duffy's. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 


Further down the river, Nick ties the Geronimo to a bouy. 
Elsie looks a bit uncomfortable. 


ELSIE 
I hope you're not planning on spoiling 
a perfectly romantic day. 


NICK 
(smiles) 
I wouldn't think of it. 


Elsie watches as Nick leans over the side of the boat and 
pulls open a door in the bouy to reveal a bottle of champagne 
and two glasses. He hands them up to Elsie, who realizes 
this guy has again redefined romance. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - DETROIT SKYLINE 


It's gotten darker. We hear the pop of a cork and the 
pouring of champagne. 


BACK TO SCENE 


The two lovebirds sip champagne as the boat rocks gently 
against the bouy. Nick leans in and gives Elsie a kiss on 
the cheek. | 


Elsie takes the glass from his hand and places both glasses 
down safely. Then she plops herself down on Nick's lap and 
returns the kiss with one of her own. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NIGHT 


Farther away. The Geronimo rests all alone in the middle of 
the river. 


DISSsObVe TO: 
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INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - MORNING 


Nick is in very good spirits this morning. He whistles as he 
tinkers with a gadget on the workbench. Scotch enters and 
takes in his partner's enthusiasm. 


NICK 
(chipper as hell) 
Good Morning, Scoteh. There’s a pac 
of coffee on the table. I sprinkled 


some cinnamon in it. Heightens the 
f LAVOLY . | 
Scotch Gets the picture. Grins. Moves to the coffsce. 
SCOTCH 
Cinnamon. Where'd you learn about that? 
NICK 
Elsie. 
No Kiaaing. 
SCOTCH 
She teach you anything else? 
Now it's Nick's turn to blush. Even Scotch knows it's too 


early in the morning to razz a buddy. 


SCOICH (Conta .} 
Boat give you any trouble? 


NICK 
Ran like a Swiss watch. 


Scotch sips his coffee, looks at his boat. Nick continues 
WORK LNG . 


Sones 
Whatcha workin' on? 


NICK 
Ever hear of Dichlorodifluoromethane? 


SCOTCH 
Who hasn't? 


NICK 
It's also called freon. 


SCcoLrcen 
Of course. 
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NICK 
(matter-of-factly) 
It's a man-made gas. Just developed. 


Scotch comes closer, sees what Nick is working on. 
‘CLOSER ON TABLE 
Nick fiddles with a U-shaped metal cylinder. He's 


attempting to connect a pressure gauge to one end. A small 
cylindrical tank rests on the tabletop as well. 


SCOTCH 
Is that so. 
NICK 
When you make things colder, they 
get smaller. That's a scientific fact. 
BACK TO SCENE 
Scotch shoots him a iLook. 
SCOLCH 


I hope you didn't have to go to college 
to E£igqure that out. 


Nick gets his point. 


SVlGs (GOncd.} 
So you're fixin' to freeze something. 


NICK 
Gasoline. 
(beat) 
You freeze it, it takes up less space. You 
get two and a half times as much in a 


carburetor. Can you imagine the 
horsepower? 
Nick grins devilishly. Scotch raises his eyebrows. 
SCOTCH 


Just remember, it's not the boat, it's 
the brains. 


Nick holds up a switch. 
NICK 
This will turn on a electro-magnet. Release 
the freon to cool the gas line. 


Great. Scotch will leave Nick to his inventing. 


ai 


SCOTCH 
I'm goin' over to see Hammer. Help him 
put in some windows. 


Scotch heads out, stopping momentarily to gaze at his plane, 
which is entirely covered with a canvas tarpaulin. 


SCOICH 
(a bit woELgne) 
You covered my plane. 


Nick doesn't look up. 
. NICK 
(casual) 


There's nothing but dust around here. 


Whatever you say. Scotch shakes his head, then opens the 
boathouse door. 


SCOTCH 
Don't work too hard, Mr. Edison. 
He's gone. Nick works on his gadget for a moment, then looks 
back toward the exit. Satisfied Scotch isn't coming back, he 


gets up, goes over to the plane and pulls the tarpaulin off. 
He has plans. : 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - AFTERNOON 


Nick lounges casually on a chair outside the boathouse when 
Scotch returns from his day of window installation. 


SCOTCH 
See you're workin’ hard. 


NICK 
Iam. I'm working to conserve energy. 


Scotch is about to enter the boathouse. Nick gets up, stands 
in his way. 


NICK (Conta... ) 
You got a minute? 


SCOTCH 
Tf it's about, TrOozen gas... 


NICK 
(grins) 
This way. 


or 


He leads Scotch around to the other side of the boathouse. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


On the adjacent dirt parking lot sits Scotch's old bi-winged 
Jenny, "The Whifferdill Special." Looking fabulous. 


Scotch and Nick come around to it, the former looking more 
than a little shocked. This machine is now a spit and 
polished craft worthy of entry in any air show. 


Nick grins from ear to ear. Scotch is stunned, speechless. 
SCOTCH 
What the... 
NICK 
(Sings) | 
‘It's the Whifferdill, oh the Whifferdill...' 
(then) 


I got to thinking, the plane just sits around, 
collects dust, and the only thing I could 
find broken was the fuel pump. 


Scotch is silent and appears extremely uncomfortable. In 
fact, downright annoyed. 


NICK (Conta. ) 
So I replaced the O-ring and lubed the 
machine with all the oil in southeastern 
Michigan. Not to mention a paint job 
that I had to do in pieces ‘cause you 
never know when 'ol Scotch will be 
around. 


Nick takes a breath, sets himself in a firm stance, awaits 
his partner's response. After a beat, Scotch gives it to him 
WLER BOTA barrels. 


SCOTCH 
(explodes) 
Put it back! 


NICK 
(stunned) 
What...? 
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SCOTCH 
I said put it back! You Had no Fight to 
touch my plane. 
(raving mad) 
You can take the wings off, put it in the 
boathouse and don't you ever touch it 
again! 


Scotch storms off toward the boathouse, leaving a very 
surprised and devastated Nick behind. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - AFTERNOON 
Scotch sits alone on the edge of the Geronimo. Nick timidly 


enters the boathouse and goes over to his workbench to grab 
some wrenches for removing the wings. 


SCOTCH 
Hey. 
NICK 
Yeah? 
SCOTCH 
Come here. Never mind. I'll come there. 


Scotch gets up, climbs off the boat and has a seat near the 
workbench. 


SCOTCH (COonEC..} 
You know that thing with your dad, the 
letter and all? Well, I said I'd help 
you, when the time was right. 


NICK 
I know... 


SCO le 
Let me finish. Most people believe 
your dad sold out this town to Atwater. 
When you tell me it ain't so, I can 
believe it, 'cause I know what it's like 
to be tagged. 


Scotch gets up, walks slowly around the boathouse as he 
speaks. 
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SCOTCH (GContd.) | 
My real name is John Marasco. I flew 
for the Army in the war. Came back 
and ran a small airport in Pennsylvania. 
Gave lots of. rides to kids. 
(beat) 
Had a wife. 


Nick is amazed, takes it all in. 


SCOTCH (Contd. ) 
Sometimes I flew private loads for 
different people. One time I was hired 
to carry conterfeit money. Only I didn't 
- know it, until the cops arrested me in 


New York. 
(his voice cracks, gets softer) 
My wife ran off. I faced prison. So 


I got in my plane and flew. 


Nick gets up, walks toward Scotch. The two stand in front of 
a window that faces the Whifferdill. 


NICK 
How'd you end up in Snug Harbor? 


SCOTCH 
I worked barnstormin' a few months. 
One day I ran out of gas. Figured this 
was as good a place as any. 


(beat) 
I ran so much Scotch one morning that the 
mame stuck. Munro....was my mom's 
name. 
Scotch is silent. Nick doesn't know what to say, so he 


stands there quiet. 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - AFTERNOON 


Picture perfect. From out of nowhere the Whifferdill Special 
darts upward from beside a riverside forest. 


EXT. WHIFFERDILL SPECIAL - AFTERNOON 


We move forward, from Scotch's bugs-in-his-teeth grin to 
Nick's queasy grimace. 


NICK 
(yells over engine noise) 
You built the marina and the boathouse 
Sy YOUrSseiLy? 
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SCOTCH 
Pretty much. I got into rum runnin' 
'cause I couldn't work a legal job. Now 
people depend on me. Like a family. 


Nick clutches his belly. Scotch grins even larger. Then: 
ANGLE INSIDE COCKPIT 


The control stick is jammed forward. The Whifferdill dives 
toward a downriver farm. 


EXT. DOWNRIVER FARM AREA -. AFTERNOON 


Norman Rockwell would like this place. The Whifferdill heads 
straight for the barn. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


Panic time. He notices the barn doors are wide open and 
could probably accommodate the Whifferdill's wing span. 


SCOTCH 
Okay, Nick. Take the stick. I want you 
to get a feel for this. 


Nick turns his head back to Scotch. 


NICK 
No way!! 


SCOTCH 
Don't worry, I won't let go. 


Scotch reassures Nick as he grabs the control stick in front 
of him. Nick turns and, facing forward once again, grabs his 
Genteal Bales, 


ANGLE ON BARN 

Bright red. A hex sign hangs above the open doors. 

CLOSE ON SCOTGER’S JOY s7rice 

As the Whifferdill enters the barn, Scotch gently releases 


his grip so that his hand surrounds his control stick but 
does not actually touch it. 
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BACK TO SCENE 


Unknowingly, Nick flies the bi-wing through the barn by 
himself. 


ON NICK 
Blated. 
CLOSE ON SCOTCH 
A smile. 
EXT.-DOWNRIVER FARM AREA - AFTERNOON 
The Whifferdill pulls up and away from the barn. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 
Pinky, Big Roy, Elsie and Hammer are engrossed in a game of 
checkers at the picnic/cleaning table in front of Scotch's 
place. Big Roy smiles as he jumps Weightman's final three 


he th « 


HAMMER 
Well, I think it's time to open up. 


| PINKY 
Come on, this is the rubber game. 


HAMMER 
Elsie, you take ‘em. 


Hammer rises and starts for the Snug Harbor bridge. Pinky 
quickly sets up for the final round. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - EVENING 

The Revenge heads into an Alter Road Canal. Alone, Jake Rye 
pilots the boat with one hand and cocks his Tommy gun with 
the other. 

EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 


Elsie pets a peaceful Tagger, then makes her first move on 
the checkerboard. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - EVENING 


The Revenge quickly approaches the Snug Harbor Marina area. 


Sf 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - EVENING 
Tagger begins barking wildly and runs to the water's edge. 
CLOSE ON ELSIE 


As she lifts her head she is horrified by the sight of Jake 
and his machine gun pointing toward her dad. 


ELSIE 
(yells) 
Dad! Look out!! 


ANGLE ON HAMMER 


Diving to the ground just as Jake rittles the new hardware 
store windows with bullets. 


THE REVENGE 

guns off into the distance. 

BLSIE 

runs to her father, followed by the others. 
HAMMER WEIGHTMAN 

lets out a sigh of relief. 

INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - NIGHT 


Hammer slugs back a shot glass and touches his bandaged head. 


ELSIE 
I don't know. I saw Tagger goin' 
crazy, so I yelled. I've never seeén 


him before. 
PULL BACK TO INCLUDE SCOTCH AND NICK 


Both are quite concerned. Scotch eyes the room for an idea. 


SCOTCH 
I think old Harry's gettin' a bit out of 
hand. 
Hammer looks at Nick. 
HAMMER 


And I don't think your threatenin'’ him 
is helping anybody. 
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Nick moves to the other end of the bar, not wanting trouble. 
Scotch leans in to Hammer. 


SCOTCH 
(intercedes) 
Hey, Hammer, give the kid a break. He 
didn't ask for any of this. 


HAMMER 
Fine. I'll lay off. But if you ask me, 
he's still a punk. 


HAMMER AND SCOTCH'S POV 
Nick and Elsie. are having a discussion. 
BACK TO SCENE 


SCOTCH 
Atwater's really applying the pressure. 
Blowin' up boats. Making all kinds 
of threats. 


HAMMER 
(a bit lighter) 
But worst of all, he shot out my new 
windows. 


The two men laugh. Scotch walks over to Nick and whispers in 
confidence. 


SpCOLCH 
Remember what you said about waiting 
tid. £286 £16. tame? : 
(beat) 
I Chink 16"S the raghte time. 


No argument from Nick. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Not far away, Two Bit looks over from the piano. 


Two BLT 
I hear Mr. Atwater is having himself a 
big society hoo-ha Saturday night. 


SCOTCH 
Funny. I didn't get my invitation. 
(then) 
But maybe I'll go. 
(PaPRS EO Nock) 
peund good? 
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Nick isn't sure he likes this idea. 


NICK 
Wouldn't it better if no one were around? 


ScorTce 
Maybe. 
(grins slyly) 
But. from, what IT REA, You're Great at 
parties. 


DISSOLVE TQ: 
EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NEAR ATWATER'S - NIGHT 


Scotch, dressed in a tuxedo, pilots the Geronimo along the 
shoreline while Nick, also dressed to the nines, straightens 
his bow tie. . 


The runabout rounds another bend revealing a place unlike any 
other on the river. It is Harry Atwater’s Chinese temple 
fortress, surrounded by dozens of moored boats. 


NICK 
This place looks like a bad guy lives 
nere » 


The strains of "I'm Just Wild About Harry" can be heard over 
the murmur of party-goers crowded on the riverside porch. 


ANGLE ON ROADSIDE 


Near the entrance to this palace, headlights of late-arriving 
Caddies and Packards flicker through the trees. 


ANGLE ON THE GERONIMO 


Scotch pulls the boat up to a small dock well short of the 
place. 


NICK 
We gonna walk this far? Someone'll 
see us. 

SsCoTCn 


Just follow me. 


Nick follows Scotch on to the dock and up an overgrown path. 
They come upon a rusty round door. Scotch attemps to open i 
unsuccessfully. 
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SCULCH (Contd. ) 
You gonna help me with this thing, or 
what? 


Nick reaches into the overgrown brush and tugs on the door, 
which slowly squeaks open. 


NICK 
What the hell is this? 


SCOTCH 
You remember the flashlights? 


Nick hands him a flashlight and holds one of his own. Scotch 
enters through the door, followed closely by Nick. 


INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNELS - ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


A labyrinth of red brick tunnels at the river's edge. We are 
inside a smuggler's paradise. 


NICK 
Where are we? 
SCO cH 
Inside a tunnel. Any more questions? 
Nick bumps his head. 
SCOTCH 


Okay. One night I saw three guys 

come out to the river from here. 

Since Harry's hideaway is four hundred 
yards away, I figured they either - 

live in the bushes or there's more here 
than meets the eye: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The two make their way down a long tunnel. As they do we can 
hear party music gradually grow louder. 


NICK 
Atwater must use these tunnels for 
escape. . 


Scotch can't believe his ears. 
SCOTCH 


(Sarcastic) 
No. You d6n't PHLAK..«. 
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The couple come upon a ladder which leads to a wooden door up 


above. 


SCOTCH (Contd. ) 
I've been in the tunnels before. T haven't 
been through this door. 


Off Nick's reaction... 
INT. ATWATER ESTATE CLOSET - NIGHT 


The two climb into a darkened room. Coats hang all around 
them. Light filters from beneath the door. | 


SCOTCH 
Just remember. We find the wine cellar 
fast. These people aren't stupid. 


NICK 
No problem. 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE - HALLWAY —- NIGHT 


The closet door opens. Scotch and Nick make their way down 
the hallway. Some party guests walk by, causing Nick a bit 
of uneasiness. 


A ten pound thug stuffed into a two pound tux passes, 
escorting his dame. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Toward the far end of the estate, our guys come upon a door. 
Scotch opens it. 


SCOTCH’S POV 
stairs, stairs, stairs. 


SCOTCH 
(whispers) 
Bingo. 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE CELLAR - NIGHT 


Nick and Scotch descend the stairs, flashlights on. We see 
various shots of items ranging from old buckets, clothing, to 
more interesting items such as Tommy guns and assorted 
artillery. 


NICK 
Nice guys. 
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SCOTCH {0.S8.) 
Over here. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Another door. This one is locked. Not to worry. Scotch 
removes a set of picks from his shoe and skillfully proceeds 
to open the door. Nick is impressed. 


NICK 
You sure you didn't know about the 
conterfeit money? 


No comment from Scotch. Just the predecessor to the saying, 
"Tf Looks Could Kill.” The Uwo ener, 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE - WINE CELLAR - NIGHT 


Earnest and Julio Gallo would be jealous. There are 
literally thousand upon thousands of bottles. If it’s been 
bottled, it's in this room. 


SCOTCH 
We'd better make this fast. Someone's 
bound to come down here for something. 


Nick reaches into his pocket, pulls a well-worn, folded 
L6EeSsr OUL. 


NICK 
(scanning letter) 
Says here there's a piece of evidence 
inside a bottle of ‘Rum Runners.' 


The two search the room, seeing everything but rum. 


NICK (Contd.) 
This is like finding a needle in a 


haystack. 
SCOTCH 
That supposed to be a pep talk? 
(forewarns) 
Don't be disappointed if we don't find 
Le. 
(beat) 


Atwater could've been here already. 


NICK 
(defiant) 
NO way. 


a2 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


As the two continue their search. Scotch pulls several 
bottles of rum from a wooden crate. No luck. Nick runs his 
fingers along a row of rum bottles. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Nick does the same, scanning another crate of rum. His face 
registers something. Scotch notices before his partner can 
speak. 


SCOTCH 
Whatcha got? 


NICK 
I'm not sure. 


He pulls several bottles from the crate, coming upon one with 
a "Rum Runners" label. 


SCOTCH 
I think we're on to something. 


Nick watches as Scotch takes the bottle and opens it. He 
then pours its contents on the floor. Apparently spotting 
something inside the bottle, he breaks it against the wall. 
CLOSE ON BOTTLE 


A piece of paper, wrapped in wax paper, dangles from the 
broken glass. Scotch pulls it free and hands it to Nick. 


SCOTCH 
I believe this is yours’. 


Nick is almost too nervous to take it. He peels away the wax 
paper and unfolds what turns out to be a letter. 


NICK 
This looks like it's written by a kid. 


CLOSE ON LETTER 


It's held up remarkably well. Jack Trumble obviously knew 
how to store things. 


MATCH DISSOLVE TO: 
THE SAME LETTER 


Only when we pull back it is Scotch who is doing the reading. 
He's just finishing up. 
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Sou LCE 
So it looks like your old man's a hero. 
(Chen) 
We finally got Atwater. 


NICK 
All we gotta do is take this evidence to 
the police. 
SCOTCH 
First we gotta gét cut of this place in one 
piece. 
NICK 
(determined) 


We'll get that bastard now. 
Nick pockets the letter and the two head for the door. 
INT. ATWATER ESTATE - HALLWAY - NIGHT 


Scotch and Nick make their way to the closet door only to 
find that Harry Atwater is standing not ten feet away, 
talking to some guests. Scotch leads Nick past them and 
winds up in the only other room available. 


INT. ATWATER ESTATE - BALLROOM —- NIGHT 


The room is filled with loud and obnoxious hoodlums, their 
gals, and billowing clouds of cigarette smoke. The dance 
floor shakes from hyperactive Charleston flappers. 


ANGLE ON NICK 


He keeps his eye on his surroundings but manages to pour 
himself a glass of punch. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


A flirtatious woman approaches him. He moves away but not 
fast enough. 


WOMAN 
(a bit drunk) 
Wanna dance, mister? 


She takes his hands and leads him as Nick watches in 
amazement. Ironically, the band is playing "Lady Be Good." 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 


A jealous husband. Not exactly what the doctor ordered. He 
heads toward Scotch but not before Scotch sees him, gets the 
message and moves away. 


NICK 
You're quite a ladies’ man. 


SCOTCH 
L6ét's gét OCuttae here. 


The two move toward the entrance and are all but out the door 
when Atwater comes back into the ballroom. He immediately 
spots Scotch and Nick. 


ATWATER 
You ! 


The two put their heads down and barrel out of the place. 
EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - ROADWAY - NIGHT 


The two rush over the little Oriental bridge that connects 


the front door to the roadside. An irate couple - a goon and 
a sequined floozy - are standing there. 
MAN 
(to Nick) 


Whare the hell have you been? 
Nick and Scotch are scared. 


MAN (Contd.) 
We've been waiting ten minutes! 
(points) 
Will you get our car? 


SCOTUE 
We certainly will. 


The two head toward a shiny Cadillac. 
ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR 


Two Atwater goons crash open the door and rush over the 
bridge toward Nick and Scotch. 


ANGLE ON CAR 


as it takes off just missing Atwater's men, who in turn draw 
their guns and fire. 
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ANGLE ON COUPLE 

They can't believe this is happening. 

ANGLE ON ATWATER 

Now standing on the bridge. He shouts to his men. 


ATWATER 
Get the boat ready. 


INT. GERONIMO - NIGHT 


Scotch turns the boat around and makes a quick exit. Nick 
clutches the evidence in his hands. 


EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


Two doors of a boathouse rise and two speedboats, the 
"Revenge" and the "Spitfire" fly out to the left after the 
Geronimo. 


ERT, GERONIMO - NIGHT 


Scotch hugs the Geronimo along the coast. His eyes dart from 
the steering wheel to the open water and finally to the 
pursuing boats. He then looks to the shoreline for possible 
escape routes. 


EXT. ATWATER ESTATE - NIGHT 


In the wake of his two speedboats, Atwater, in his gray hat 
and coat, rockets the Gray Ghost out of his boathouse but 
instead of following them left he swings to the right. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - GERONIMO —- NIGHT 


Scotch peels away from the coast into the open waters and 
yells aft to Nick. 


sCOLCH 
Someday I'd just like to go for a 
peaceful evening cruise. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE VICINITY - NIGHT 


The fleet rounds a point north of the Atwater estate, 
revealing the lighthouse jutting out from the coastline. Its 


sweeping lantern illuminates the speeding mahogany hulls and 
their lengthy wakes. 
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ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


Scotch concentrates on his pursuers, then turns back to his 
piloting duties. | 


ANGLE ON THE REVENGE - NICK'S POV 
Nick watches as Jake switches a flashlight on and off. 
CLOoe OF NLR 


who begins to sniff the air like an Indian scout and keeps 
his eyes riveted on Jake's boat. 


BACK TO SCENE_ 


Moving from the roostertail spray of the Geronimo to Nick 
struggling to get from the aft cockpit to the forward one. 


EXT. GERONIMO COCKPIT - NIGHT 


Nick crouches next to Scotch and again notices the flashing 
light on the bow of the Revenge. 


CLOSE ON NICK 
Nick recalls Scotch's speech about watching for signals. 


SGUTLH (0.5.3 
See that signal? Well, first you gotta 
know it's a signal. Once you got that, 
you gotta figure out who's signalling 
WS se s 


Nick looks forward to see where Jake is signalling.. 


SCOTCH (6.8. } 
Then make sure they're not after you. 


WIDER ANGLE 

reveals the Spitfire heading right for the Geronimo. Guns 
are being pointed directly at Scotch and Nick. Scotch hits 
the throttle but the Spitfire gains on them TapuaLy . 

INSERT = THROTTESR 


as Nick reaches over and pulls a lever down. The boat 
rockets forward, quickly leaving the Spitfire in the 
CLECENGE . 


SCOTCH 
What the... 
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Nico. 
I call that a little gas, a lotta class. 


Scotch smiles. The kid's passed the test. 

EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE REEF - NIGHT 

Suddenly, the brass plated bow of the Gray Ghost cuts through 
the water. We pull back to reveal Harry Atwater at the helm. 
He's heading straight for the Geronimo. 


EXT. GERONIMO - NIGHT 


Scotch turns the wheel hard left and sends Nick falling into 
the front seat head first. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 

Scotch is successful in luring both the Revenge and the 
Spitfire into Lighthouse Reef with its series of pilings that 
jut from the water. 

Some skillful maneuvering allows him to skirt several 
pilings. The two speedboats aren't so lucky. They crash 
inte the PiL1AGSs, TO6PCing theaxy GGcupants to go for an 
unexpected evening swim. 

ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


momentarily satisfied, he continues to maneuver skillfully. 
Tew? 


NICK (0.S.) 
Watch out! 


ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 

as it enters the labyrinthian reef. 
ANGLE ON THE LIGHTHOUSE 

It's lantern blindingly sweeps. 
CLOSE ON SCOTCH 

His eyes widen. 

ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 


The lighthouse beam sweeps across the deck of the Gray Ghost 
roaring directly for the Geronimo. 
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ANGLE ON GERONIMO 


The Geronimo hits a piling, gashing the hull, before it 
crashes head on in flames into the lighthouse base. 


ANGLE ON GERONIMO WRECKAGE 
The lighthouse beam sweeps the wrekage. Nick attempts to 
yell out but his voice is muffled by the sound of the Gray 


Ghost's engine and leaping flames. 


He spots Scotch treading water. Scotch signals back that he 
18 okay. 


Nick sees the evidence has fallen from his pocket and floats 
near a rock. He swims toward it frantically. 


CHOSE ON SCOTCH . 
Quickly sensing trouble. 


ANGLE ON GRAY GHOST 


Atwater has now passed the wreckage and swings the boat 
around. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH 


He yells to Nick but it's too loud for him to hear anything. 
Scotch swims furiously to warn him. 


EXT. GRAY GHOST COCKPIT - NIGHT 


Atwater's gray gloved hand shoves the throttle down. An 
arching roostertail shoots from the stern of the boat. 


EXT. LIGHTHOUSE REEF = NIGHT 


Nick reaches the evidence and grabs it. He turns to show 
Scotch. 


ANGLE ON ATWATER 


The lighthouse beam sweeps over Atwater and the raging stern 
of the Gray Ghost. 


ANGLE ON SCOTCH AND NICK 


Scotch reaches Nick, leaps out of the water and plunges him 
under the river's surface. 
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EXT. DETROIT RIVER - UNDERWATER - NIGHT 


Confused, Nick struggles against Scotch but looks up through 
the bubbles to see his hero hit by the gray speedboat bow. 


ANOTHER ANGLE - UNDERWATER - NIGHT 


In the wake of Atwater's speedboat, the evidence is washed 
from Nick's hands and moves further underwater toward the 
bottom of the river. 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - LIGHTHOUSE REEF - NIGHT 
Nick surfaces and immediately the sirens and spotlights of 
Coast Guard boats dissuade Atwater and his men from further 


SUPSULL.. 


NICK 
Scotch?! 


DissoLve: TOs 
INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - NIGHT 


Elsie and Hammer stand by the counter as a wet, battered Nick 
staggers in. Elsie rushes to him. 


ELSIE 
Nick! What happened? 


No response. Then: 


. BLSIB (Contd. ) 
Where's Scotch? 


Nick looks at Hammer, who can see in the kid's eyes that his 
friend is not coming back. 


HAMMER 
Was it quick? 


Nick nods. 


HAMMER (Contd.) 
That son of a bitch. He always said 
they'd have to fish him off the bottom 
of the river. 


Nick embraces Elsie as she completely breaks down. Hammer 
stares at the floor, silent. 


SLOW DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 


This place has an eerie feel to it. First off it's windows 
are semi-covered, casting a shadow over the Geronimo, which 
¥FESTS 1 LES Grade. 


We pan the length of the ship and see its smashed hull as 
well as evidence of fire damage and flooding. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


near Scotch's workbench, Tagger gets up and heads for the 
door as he hears 


NICK 
about to enter. 


NICK 
Hey, Tagger. 


Tagger wags his tail and follows Nick as he walks through the 
otherwise lonely place. 


NICK'S POV - THE GERONIMO 
It's seen better days. 
BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
(to Tagger) 
Guess I'll be feeding you from now on. 


Wick picks up SGoteh'’s Gid tool bag, places 1% 60 Bas 
workbench. He plays with the old cylindrical phonograph, 
inadvertantly turning it on. What he hears surprises him: a 
recording of Scotch, Hammer and the gang singing along to "My 
Long Ago Girl." 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Amongst some papers, Nick picks up a photograph of Scotch and 
a woman. On the reverse are the words "John and Christine 
Marasco, on their wedding day." 


NICK 


reacts by placing the picture back in its place, then finding 
it again and standing it up on the workbench next to Scotch's 
liquor gadget. 


nm 
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ANGLE ON PHONOGRAPH 

As Nick shuts it off he gets an idea. Quickly he begins 
gathering up odd shaped metal tubing, wires, a ball of 
string, and placing these items in Scotch's old toolbag. 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - DAY 


Flsie and a customer are in mid-conversation as Nick enters. 


NICK 
(interrupts) 
His Look, could-I talk to you a 
second? 
ELSIE 
(annoyed) 


In a minute. 


Nick's impatient, heads on into the speakeasy before Elsie 
can stop him. 


INT. WEIGHTMAN'S SPEAKEASY - DAY 


Nick walks in on perhaps the quietest speakeasy in the 


history of Prohibition. The usual gang is present -- Big 
Roy, Pinky Neil, Bob Lipman and other fellow officers of the 
law, THO Bak..«.WaG all look toward -- 

HAMMER 


who studies Nick as if he were an alien from another planet. 


NICK 
(to Hammer) 
Mr. Weightman, sir. Could I have a 
word with you? 
(beat) 
In private. 


HAMMER 
You got somethin' to say, you say it 
here. 
NICK 


(leans in, whispers) 
I found what we need to get Harry 
Atwater. 


LOS 


HAMMER 
Get out of here. 
(then) 
We've had more than enough. You 
been gone five years. Maybe it's 
time you hit the road again. 


Fine. Nick heads toward the back door, spots Pinky and Big 
Roy and seems about to approach them. 


PINKY AND BIG ROY 

both stare at their drinks. 

MICK 

decides otherwise. He heads toward -- 
BOB LIPMAN 


who returns with an intrigued look of his own. 


NICK 
Come on. You know my dad was 
murdered. 
(beat) 


What about justice?! 


Lipman says nothing, just takes another sip from his beer 
mug. 


NICK Contd.) 
Guess not. 


Nick gets the message, walks out the back door. 
EXT. WEIGHTMAN'S HARDWARE - DAY 
Nick heads away from the store. Elsie chases after him. 


ELS IE 
Nick Trumble. Wait up. 


Nick stops, lets Elsie catch up. 


ELSIE (Contd.) 
I don't know what you said, but you 
got my dad awful mad. 
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NICK 
Not you, t00. 
(then) 
LL’ JUSt trying to help him. To help 
everyone. 
(beat) 


God, I forgot how stubborn this 
town could be. 


Elsie looks at Nick. She's furious. 


ELSIE 
This town? Maybe it's you who needs 
help. My God, Nick, what does it take? 
Scotch is dead and you're still looking 
for "evidence..." 


NICK 
I found out why my father sold his half 
of the brewery to Atwater. 


Elsie is about to interrupt. Nick waves her off. 


NICK (Contd, }) 
Let me finish. It's more complicated 
than money. It's about murder: And, 
it's about your dad. 


ELSIE 
(disbelieving) 
Come on, Nick... 
NICK 
My father doesn't owe Snug Harbor a 
damn thing. Snug Harbor owes my 
dad a lot. 
(beat) 
Now I'm gonna get Atwater once and 
for all -- back where it all started. 


With the help of this town or not. 


ELSIE 
(worried) 
I don't understand how you could 
bring my father into any of this. 


Hammer has since exited the store and stands at a distance 
from the two -- putting Elsie in a real bind. 


NICK 
You want me to explain? 
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ELSIE 
(evasive) 
I guess you're gonna do what you're 
gonna do. 


Nick turns and walks off, leaving Elsie to consider the 
situation. 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 


Nick drives up next to his father's bungalow and gets out of 
the car. We can see that Scotch's toolbag with the 
phonograph and other paraphenalia have been placed on the 
passenger seat. 


CLOSE ON NICK 


as he heads toward the house he is hit with the same Indian 
scout instinct on which Scotch Munro relied. He immediately 
stops dead in his tracks. 

NICK*S POV 


He looks in several directions to make sure no one is around. 
This place does not feel the same. 


CLOSE ON FRONT DOOR 


Nick approaches the door with utmost caution. Something 
tells him to use a stick to open the door. He stands to one 
Side as he does this. 


CLOSE ON. NICK 


as he slowly presses the stick against the door. It begins 
to open. Then -— 


BOOM 


The door shatters into splinters, causing the whole area to 
erupt in noise. 


NICK'S POV 


A shotgun has been rigged to fire at him. The opening of the 
door has also caused the gun to fire into several cans of 
gasoline. Soon the bungalow is engulfed in flames. 


INT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 
Nick frantically attempts to collect his most personal 


momentos -- the ship in a bottle, a picture of him with his 
father and mother. 
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He realizes this may prove impossible and hurries to escape 
through the window, just as he entered upon his arrival to 
Snug Harbor. 


EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - DAY 


Nick cuts his arm once again as he leaves through the broken 
glass. He also drops the ship in the bottle, which shatters 
on the ground beneath his feet. 


LONG SHOT - THE BUNGALOW 


Nick watches -from a distance as the home burns to the ground. 
Sirens can be heard but Nick's not staying around for them. 
He heads for his car and takes off. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR GROCERY STORE - AFTERNOON 


Nick's at a pay phone, placing a nickel in the slot. He 
dials a number written on a paper he's pulled from his shirt 
pocket. 


NICK 
(into phone) 
Mr. Harry Atwater, please. 
(beat) 
Nick Trumble. 


Nick nervously looks around to see no one is watching. 
Then -- 


NICK. (Contd .) 
I'm afraid he can't call me back. Just 
tell him Piper Street Canal, February 
Léon bie o 
(then) 
Harry, Glad you Gould Si¢k tp the phone. 
(dead serious) 


I ain’t gonna beat around the bush. I 
got something in my possession that'll 
keep you alive. You want it? 


NICK'S POV 


Nick again checks the area around the phone booth. Still all 
CLear . 


NICK (Contd.) 
Then here's the way it's gonna be. 
You meet me at eight o'clock tonight 
at the brewery. You bring the deed 
to the place -- only with my name on 
tu, That's Bagne. 


LOY 


Atwater's obviously putting up an argument on the other end. 
Nick cuts him off. 


NICK (Contd.) 
I'll have a piece of paper with me that'll 
save your life. 
(beat) 
And Harry, you come alone, okay? If 
I even think someone else is with 
you, there won't be a second chance. 


(then) 
Nice touch with the shotgun. You try 
anything stupid like that again and I'll 
rip your heart out through your throat. 
Nick hangs up, cautiously heads for his car. 
EXT. TRUMBLE BUNGALOW - EVENING 


Too little too late. A fire truck is parked in front and 
firemen direct water into what's left of the house. 


SEVERAL COPS 


scan the debris. They're not optimistic. 


ELSIE AND HAMMER 
watch as the firemen search for signs of Nick. 


HAMMER 
Well, I don't know why you wanna 
hang around here. There's nothin' 
anyone can do. 
(he starts to leave) 
You <onun’? 


ELSIE 
Uh, no, I can get a ride back. 


HAMMER 
Suit yourself. 


He walks toward his car, gets in and drives off. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
A cop has come away from the house and toward Elsie. 
ELSIE 


(to cop) 
Any sign of Nick? 
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COP 
We don't know. 


Another cop walks over, speaks to the first police officer. 


COP #2 
It doesn't appear he's in there. 
(then) 
We found a shotgun rigged to the 
door jamb. 
Elsie thinks to herself. 
WiCK (0.8) 
Now I'm gonna get Atwater once and 
for all -- back where it all started. 
ELSIE 


(to herself) 
The brewery. 


Elsie heads toward the dock where she boards the Wildcard. 
INT. WILDCARD - EVENING 


Elsie fires up the engine, releases the moorings and pulls 
away from the small dock. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY —- EVENING 
Nick's Packard is parked near the front fence. 
INT. TRUMBLE~WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - EVENING 


We pan past several old tanks until we come upon one whose 
door is open wide. 


CLOSE ON A PAIR OF HANDS 


which fiddle with two metal tubes, fitting them together and 
connecting them snugly to a hole in the base of the tank. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL 


the owner of the hands, Nick Trumble, who carefully attaches 
a plece of string to the door of the tank. 


He says hello into the tank and it echoes a bit. Satisfied, 
Nick moves away and we -- 


LO 


FOLLOW HIM 


as he checks both the metal tubing and the string, all the 
way to the rear wall of the brewery where -- 


THE CYLINDRICAL PHONOGRAPH 


sits, hidden behind some wooden crates. Nick winds the 
machine up and secures the string to its on/off switch. 


He then places the end of the metal tubing into a small 
fitting connected to the speaker of the phonograph. 


Satisfied the machine is properly working, he moves to the 
front entrance of the brewery and looks outside. 


NICK'S POV = OQUTSIDE 
Nothing yet. 

INSERT - NICK'S POCKETWATCH 
It reads 7:42. 

CLOSE ON NICK 


He takes a deep breath and tries to relax. 


BAT. DETROIT RIVER + EVENING 

Elsie pilots the Widlcard downriver toward the brewery. She 
passes the bouy where she and Nick shared champagne. 

INSERT - WILDCARD THROTTLE 

Elsie presses the handle all the way forward. 

THE WILDCARD | 

surges ahead at full speed. 

INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DUSK 

Nick hears a car, looks outside. 

“NICK"S: BOY = OUTSIEER 

Atwater's Cadillac pulls up beside Nick's Packard. Atwater 


looks around before getting out. A driver sits in the car, 
waiting. 
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BACK TO NICK 


who watches Atwater walk toward the entrance. When he 
reaches it, Nick opens the door. 


NICK 
I said alone. 


ATWATER 
Of course. 


Atwater waves to his driver and the Cadillac moves away. 


ATWATER (Contd.) 
Can we make this fast, Mr. Trumble? 
I'm a very busy mans 


NICK 
Sure. Let's take a walk. 


Nick leads Atwater on a small tour around the place. 


NICK (Contd.) 
Been here lately, Harry? 


ATWATER 
I have the deed. Do you have the 
page from the diary? 


NICK 
So you knew about the diary. Fancy 
Chat. 
EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DUSK 


The Wildcard is tied up to a wooden piling at the river's 
edge. Elsie is not aboard because -- 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY —- DUSK 

-— she's in the process of sneaking in through the rear 
entrance. Hearing voices she quickly hides behind a tank, 
then moves a bit until she is behind a stack of wooden crates 
not far from the phonograph. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


Nick and Atwater stop beside the metal tank with the door 
haift open. 


ATWATER 
May we conclude this now, Mr. Trumble? 


J. By 


NICK 
Place gives ya the creeps, huh? Okay. 
Let's do it. 


Nick leans against the tank and manages to open the door a 


bit more. 


CLOSE ON 


—= DULLS 
cylinder 


ELSIE 


Nothing unusual, except that doing this -- 


PHONOGRAPH 


a string which turns on the machine, causing the 
i CUT 


is able to see this, as well as to hear the two men talking. 


BACK TO SCENE 


NICK (Contd.) 
What I want to know is why did you do it? 


ATWATER 
What's it to you? 


NICK 
Oh, I don't know. I guess I have some 
strange fascination why a grown man 
would murder a twelve-year-old girl. 


Atwater doesn't fluster. He just speaks coldly. 


ON ELSIE 


ATWATER 
Capone cheated me from the beginning. 
He takes three quarters of everything I 
bring in. I do better than anybody 
else, and he repays me by giving half 
my territory away. 


as she watches the cylinder spin. 


HICK. (O.5.8) 
S56 you killed His daughter’ 


ATWATER (0.S.) 
Goddaughter. A spoiled little brat. She 
used to come to Snug Harbor to go ice 
skating. Took lessons from Hammer 
Weightman. 


This hits home with Elsie. 


Li2 


BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
Then you arranged for an accident to occur? 


ATWATER 
(almost proud) 
That's all it was supposed to be. An 


accident to get Capone to come to Snug 
Harbor. Figured I could take care of 
him once he was on my turf. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON 


It's blustery. In the distance we see a bundled up Hammer 
Weightman teaching a little girl, Helen Fratangelo, to ice 
skate on the frozen canal. 


ATWATER (0.S.) 
Weightman was teaching the kid 
to skate -- the way he taught all 
the kids. Well, you know how it can 
get dangerous on those frozen canals. 

(laughs) 

Always a little child falling through. 
Every winter, like clockwork. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON 


Another day. Only this time Harry Atwater is pouring 
something from a bottle on to the ice. 


NICK (0.S.) 
You did all this to gét Capone to come 
to Snug Harbor so that you could kill 
Waum.. 


ATWATER (0.S.) 
And I used a bottle of Capone's favorite 
hooch to do it. The ice softened just 
enough to give way. 
INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - NIGHT 


Elsie is amazed, to say the least. 


NICK. (O.8.) 
Then you convinced my father 
it was Hammer's fault. 
CLOSE ON PHONOGRAPH 


its cylander stall, Spinning. 


ATWATER (0.S.) 
The girl was supposed to meet him 
there, only Weightman got a message 
cancelling the Lesson. 


TWO SHOT - NICK AND ATWATER 


ATWATER (Contd. ) 
Funny thing. Capone said he'd kill 
whomever was responsible. 


NICK 
That must be when you made a deal 
with my dad. His controlling share 
of the brewery for Hammer Weightman's 
life. 


ATWATER 
(laughs) 
Figured Capone didn't show, I might as 
well get something for my time. 
(beat) 
Took me five tries out there ‘til it 
worked. 


EXT. ALTER ROAD CANAL - WINTER AFTERNOON 


Helen Fratangelo watches Atwater from a distance as he 
continues pouring alcohol in one large circle on the ice. 


NICK (0.8.x) 
But you didn't know the kid kept a 
diary. 


ATWATER (0.S.) 
No. It through the whole thing off. 
Your father found it hidden in the 
attic where she used to live. 


HELEN (0.5.4) 
I wonder what my Uncle Harry was 
pouring on the ice. This is the third 
time I saw him do it. Maybe it'll 
help me do a spin. 


INT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - NIGHT 


Lis 


Nick and Atwater are at a standstill. Atwater finally breaks 


the silence. 
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ATWATER 
Your father tried to make a deal with 
me -- the diary for the deed -- but -- 
it didn't work out. Maybe this time 
it will. 


NICK 
Maybe. Let's have the deed. 


ATWATER 
First the page from the diary. 


Nick pulls an envelope from his jacket. Atwater hands Nick a 
parchment document. - ; . 


CLOSE ON DOCUMENT 


as Nick scans it. Sure enough it's a deed with Nick's name 
on. it. 


BACK TO SCENE 
as Atwater looks at the diary page. 


ATWATER 
I hope this is just a joke, Mr. Trumble. 


NICK 
Look, the real one was lost when you 
ran down me and Scotch. I didn't want 
to disappoint you, so I made one myself. 


Atwater pulls a gun which Nick knocks away. He then throws 
Atwater into the tank and runs toward the front entrance. 


ANGLE ON ENTRANCE 

A dead end. Two of Atwater’s men have shown up. Nick's in 
big trouble. He locks the door, keeping them out for the 
time being. 

BACK TO ATWATER 

Who starts to get up. 

NICK 


heads for the crates and looks for the metal cylinder. ic 's 
gone! 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Elsie helds Lt Up, mach to Nick's surprise. 


Lie 


NICK 
What the... 
ELSIE 
Hell. That's the word you're looking 
EOL ws 
(then) 
Let's go. 


Nick takes the cylinder from her. 


NICK 
The front's blocked. 


ELSIE 
Come on. 


She leads him toward the rear entrance. 

ANGLE ON ATWATER 

who has gotten up and wipes his bloody mouth. He sees Nick 
and Elsie heading for the back, and also sees the recording 


cylinder underneath Nick's arm. In a panic, he lets his men 
in the front entrance. 


ATWATER 
I want both of them dead. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - NIGHT 


Nick follows Elsie out into the night. 


NICK 

We supposed to swim back to Snug Harbor? 
ELSIE 

You can. I'm gonna take your boat. 


Nick can now see the Wildcard. The two rush to get aboard as 
one of Atwater's men fires at them. 


ANGLE ON THE WILDCARD 


Nick fires it up as Elsie releases the line. They are barely 
away from shore as Atwater and his men make it to the river's 
edge. Several shots are fired, one of which goes through the 
windshield not six inches to the left of Nick's head. 


ANGLE ON ATWATER 


ATWATER 
This time he won't get away. 


Li 


EXT. DETROIT RIVER - NIGHT 
The Wildcard speeds away from the brewery. 


ELSIE 
You shouldn't have come here alone. 


NICK 
(smiles) 
, didn't. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


In no time flat, Atwater and two of his men have managed to 
board the Revenge and are now in pursuit. 


BACK TO SCENE 


NICK 
SAG. 


Elsie sees the trouble, which not only seems to be making 
rapid progress -- but seems to have tripled. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


On each side of the Revenge, two other Atwater speedboats 
have joined in the action. Atwater waves them frantically in 
Nick's direction. 

BACK TO SCENE 


Left with no other alternative for the time being, Nick heads 
for the treacherous lighthouse pilings. 


SCOTCH (Vs0.) 
...if I can't shake 'em out there I bring 
'em through here. 


ELSIE 
Nick, we can't do this. 


But Nick skillfully slides around a piling. 
CLOSE ON THE REVENGE 


It equals Nick's maneuver, as does another of Atwater's 
boats. 


THE THIRD ATWATER BOAT 


is not as lucky, crashing into a piling and ripping open most 
of bie Bait. 
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BACK TO SCENE 
Free and clear, Nick heads the Wildcard toward the marina. 
SCOTCH (V0.3 
it's like diving through a barn. You 
just gotta know where your wings are. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA - NIGHT 


An occasional shot rings out, but Elsie and Nick are careful 
to stay low. 


THE PHONOGRAPHIC CYLINDER 
rests in Scotch's toolbag underneath the driver's seat. 
THE LIGHTS IN SEVERAL HOUSES 


come on, and their curious inhabitants scurry outside in 
robes to see the event taking place. 


TALE WILDCARD 


is chased by the two remaining boats past a row of Sipe 
filled with sleeping cruisers. 


Nick makes a hard left. The second Atwater tries to follow 
but instead slides right up the trailer launch driveway and 
on to its side like a beached whale. 

ANGLE ON THE REVENGE 

as Atwater and his men continue to fire upon Nick and Elsie. 


ANGLE ON TOWNSPEOPLE 


who witness this horrifying event, watching bullets ricochet 
off the Wildcard as it passes under a small bridge that 
connects the small island of slips to the mainland portion of 
the marina. 


EXT. WILCARD COCKPIT -—- NIGHT 

Elsie reaches down and grabs a single bottle of Canadian Red. 
ANGLE ON OTHER SECOND ATWATER BOAT 

The co-pilot gunman stops shooting at Nick and Elsie and 


covers his face as he is bombarded by a barrage of booze 
bottle bombs. 
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ANOTHER ANGLE - THE MOSQUITO 


Locke and his men are just arriving. Locke smiles as he 
watches Elsie toss liquor bombs at Atwater's men. 


THE WILDCARD 
is almost free and clear, but Atwater has since moved to the 
outside and prevents Nick from getting to the open river. 


Cnce again he is forced back into the marina. 


ANGLE ON NICK 
who slides a knife from under the dash. 


NICK 
Looks like it's party time again. 


ANGLE ON THE WILDCARD 

Nick makes the same hard left but this time he swings wide 
and under a canvas-strap-suspended boat waiting for a morning 
launch. 


ANGLE ON SUSPENDED BOAT 


As they glide under it, Nick cuts the straps, sending the 
dingy crashing down just behind the Wildcard's stern. 


NICK AND ELSIE 

watch with delight. 

ANGLE ON THE MARINA 

As Atwater's second boat slams into the fallen craft. 
THE REVENGE 

has almost caught up to Nick. 

ELSIE 

tosses the last liquor bomb, but -- 


ATWATER 


successfully dodges it and smiles. He then draws a bead on 
Nick and prepares to pull the trigger...but is hit squarely 
in the face by Elsie's tumbling canvas seat cushion. 


‘ 


iL 


THE TWO BOATS 
are closer than they've ever been. 


ON NICK 


as he spots a half-submerged skiff in one of the slips. He 
quickly pilots the Wildcard, full speed ahead, into the 
sunken vessel. 


WIDE SHOT 


= 


Using the sunken skiff as a ramp, the Wildcard leaps over the 
dock and lands in an open slip on the other side. 


A GROUP OF TOWNSPEOPLE 


have gathered at the marina, which include Hammer, Pinky 
Neil, Big Roy, Two Bit, Bob Lipman, several other cops, and, 
of course, Locke and his men. 


All witness Nick's maneuver. 
HARRY ATWATER 


isn't as lucky. The Revenge hits the submerged skiff and 

crashes into the dock, causing Atwater and his boys to fly 
off the boat and into the water. As they swim toward the 

dock, Locke is there to apprehend them. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Hammer and some other people head to where the Wildcard has 
stopped. | 


HAMMER 
(yells out) 
You guys all right? 


NICK AND ELSIE 
signal they're okay. Hammer finally reaches them. 
NICK 


It looks like we took care of Harry 
once and for all. 


ELSIE 
And...we got the brewery back! 


HAMMER 
IT don't understand... 
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NICK 
We'll explain later. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
Locke handcuffs Atwater and his men. 


| ATWATER 
You've got nothing on me. 


LOCKE 
Oh, how about attempted murder, 
possession of illegal firearms, reckless 
endangerment... 


ATWATER 
(shrugs) | 
My lawyers will have me on the street 
by lunchtime. 


ANGLE ON FAR END OF MARINA 


The familiar black "Chicago" car that Atwater knows so well. 
The men inside watch the event closely. 


NICK 


walks over to Atwater. He's holding the phonographic 
cylinder. He'’s about to turn it over to Locke, then 
reconsiders. 


NICK 
(indicating Capone car) 
I think those guys might put this to 
better use. 


ATWATER 
is a walking sewage system now. Locke takes him away. 
LOCKE 
(calls back to Nick) 
Guess I got me a Drummond fish. 
CLOSE ON NICK 
smiling. Elsie gives him a hug. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Some townspeople work to secure the Wildcard and clean up the 
wreckage in the marina. 
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WIDE SHOT 


The people of Snug Harbor pitch in to set things right once 
again. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE - DAY 
We move slowly through Scotch's boathouse, coming upon 
several open suitcases filled with items of Nick's clothing 


and other personal belongings. 


We continue until we reach the liquor gadget which rests on 
the workbench -- directly in front of a picture of Scotch. 


CLOSER ON LIQUOR GADGET 


as liquor flows from a spigot and fills a glass. 


EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DAY 

The town has gathered at the brewery to celebrate. A ribbon 
has been stretched across the entrance. The place is 
immaculate, not a speck of graffitti anywhere. 


CLOSE ON A PAIR OF SCISSORS 


as they cut their way through the ribbon. The townspeople 
Coser u 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE —- DAY 
Still close on the liquor gadget. 


NICK (0.S.) 
Here's to getting our brewery back. 


The weight of the glass tips the scale... 
EXT. TRUMBLE-WEIGHTMAN BREWERY - DAY 


The crowd is ecstatic. Hammer puts his arm around Nick, 
while Tagger jumps all over the two of them. 


HAMMER 
T*’ ii S@CCGhd EASE, 


BIG ROY 
(calls out) 
When's the wedding? 


Lee 


ELSIE 
We'll let you know. 


TWO BIT 
(to Pinky) 
They always do. 


INT. SNUG HARBOR BOATHOUSE —- DAY 


Tighter on the liquor gadget. A marble rolls down a trough 
that triggers a tiny mouse trap and lights a match... 


HAMMER (0O.S.) 
Well, we got our brewery back, but 
we still gotta deal with Prohibition. 


...that ignites the liquor in the glass, which illuminates 
the picture oF Scotch. | 


NICK (0.S.) 
Well, like Scotch says, ‘Nothing lasts 
forever.' 


TITLE OVER SCOTCE’s PICTURE 


"Prohibition officially ended on December 6, 1933 -- four 
months and two days after the town of Snug Harbor got their 
brewery back." 


FADE OUT. 


